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PROLOGUE. 



A MAN'S HEART. 



|r0l*jgui{* 



TTOW oft through maze and wilderness of Art — 

Through regal and imperial gaUeries— 

The traveller roams for half a summer's day, 

Vacant and listless ; looking with strained eyes 

At landscapes worthy of Salvator's hand, 

At sweet Madonnas such as Guide loved. 

Or on such eloquent portraits, spirit-eyed. 

As great Vandyke or Bubens might have drawn. 

Yet though he looks, he sees not, save a crowd 

Blent as the sands on shore, or leaves in wold ; 
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Then sudden, by a flash, his careless will 

And wandering faculties are seized and fixed 

By some sweet face, where Love and Sorrow strive 

Which of the two shall sanctify it most ; 

Or by some ruder lineament of man. 

With power, and purpose, and relentless Fate, 

Seamed in each shaggy furrow of the brow. 

Then is he conquered — spell-boimd — ^held in thrall- 

Until he throbs with inward sympathy, 

And knows them human, as he knows himself, 

By the fine fascination that he feels : — 

They challenge him to pass them, if he dare, 

And look upon him with mute, eloquent eyes, 

That seem to say, " Come, read our mystery I" 

Their glances follow him where'er he goes; 

And so he stands, spell-bound, to give them back 

Keen inquisition, and a stare for stare. 

He reads whole histories in their painted orbs, 
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And looks into the chambers of their house, 
And saith, " This woman loved, and suffered much," 
Or, " This man's pride was wounded to the quick 
In the fierce hates and battles of the world ; — 
This was pre-doomed to Misery as his dower !" 
Or, " this died yoimg — ^I see it in her eyes.'* 
He holds commimion with them on the wall, 
And knows them better than his living friends. 
Oh, wondrous Art ! more wondrous Sympathy ! 



Such picture saw I in an ancient hall — 
The portrait of a lady with dark hair, 
And deep dark eyes, with lightnings in their depths ; 
And lips that seemed to quiver with a grief 
That Death itself was impotent to hide. 



The picture haunted me — ^possessed me quite, 
Like some sweet tune, bewildered in the brain, 
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That will not pass, though we should thrust it out ; 

A present spiiit never to be laid 

In the far oceans of forgetfulness 

Bj any magic, or adjuring word 

Until its time ; when as it came — it goes — 

Strong in itself, defiant of our will. 



The spirit spake to me ; the likeness breathed; 
I knew the lady and her inmost soul ; 
Saw her heart's mystery clearer than my own. 
Listen, and you shall learn it as I learned : 
A tale of Love and Sorrow, — Sorrow and Love. 
When shall these twain be parted ? — Nevermore I 



CANTO I. 



AMONG THE FLOWERS. 



^monjg ih 0otxm. 



J^WAS May — sweet May — ^the jocund English May- 
May, growing buxom in the breath of June, 
When, 'mid the grass besprent through all its green 
With gold and silver, — gold, the buttercups ; 
And silver, bossed with gold, and tipped with pink, 
The bounteous daisies, jewels of the poor, — 
Four sweeter blossoms of the teeming earth, 
Flowerets of human kind, God^s noblest gifts, 
Sported in sunshine, in the chequered glades 
Of Erlwood Park — ^a joyous company. 
Blithe as the birds, and fresh as morning dews. 
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Two of the foiir were twins, and nine years old — 
Dissevered cherries from the selfsame stalk, 
And like as cherries to a stranger's eye. 
They chased the butterfly ; they clomb the trees ; 
They leaped the running stream, or lay them down 
With skyward faces, shaded by their arms, 
Weary and spent with frolic that had passed, 
Eager and ripe for frolic yet to come. 

Apart, their sister, seven sweet summers young, 
Sat pleased and happy underneath a thorn. 
That dropped its pink-eyed blossoms in her lap, 
A cherub and a seraph both in one. 

Aroimd her forehead, twined amid her hair. 
She wore a wreath of daisies, newly plucked. 
And strung on rushes, by the master-hand 
Of one three summers older than herself — 
A black-eyed, rosy-cheeked, and pensive boy. 
Whose greatest joy was study of her face ; 
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And who had wov'n the wreath to crown her queen — 
Queen of his heart — ^which felt but did not know— 
For golden haze of youthful ignorance— 
The sorrowful joy, and feverish bHss of love, 
Prompting his thought, and sparkling in his eyes. 
Dear friends they were, although they wist not why. 
And close companions. '^ Sit quite stUl,^' he said, 
" Dear Edith: do not move your head an inch 
Till I have drawn your portrait," 

And he drew. 
With facile fingers, and a ready touch 
For one so young, a semblance of the maid, 
Crowned with her garland, and alight with smiles. 
And wrote beneath it, " Edith Bellenden, 
By Arthur Westwood, on a morn of May." 



" For me ? " she asked him, with inquiring eyes ; 
Then put the paper in her tiny breast 

B 
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And thanked him with a glance, a word — a kiss ; 
While he, the artist, proud of such a work, 
But prouder of acceptance, and reward. 
Restored the falling garland to her hair. 
And led her to her brothers, where they stood, 
Scaring with stones the minnows in the brook ; 
And said, " Behold her ; she's the Queen of May, 
And I'm the King I " Whereat one laughed and 

jeered : 
The other, all intent upon a trout 
Which he espied beneath a ledge of rock. 
Took off his shoes, and paddled in the stream, 
Heedless of brother, sister, and the world. 



Ten winters passed, and once again 'twas May : 
The boys were men, the maid was sweet seventeen ; 
And all were friends, as in the olden time. 

Rich were the Bellendens — surpassing rich : 
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Compared with them young Westwood was but poor, 
Though rich enough to pass his mom of life 
To his own fancy, and the art he loved ; 
To show a fair exterior to the world, 
And seem, and be — ^an English gentleman. 

Two years, or ere his eyes beheld the mom, 
His father, stepping from a gondola. 
Stood in the market-place — an idle man, 
And watched the peasant girls of Friuli 
Bring flowers to flowerless Venice. Young and fair, 
He roamed for pastime, master of himself. 
To study Art and Nature in the South. 
Here, as he loitered to refresh his soul 
With beauty fashioned in immortal stone ; 
Painted on canvas ; streaming from the sky ; 
Impermeate in all shapes of earth and heaven ; 
He saw a maiden lovelier than Art 
Had e'er imagined in its happiest dream ; 

b2 
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With all Italia in her glowing face — 
Its beauty, passion, tenderness, and hope. 

He saw, admired, and fancied that he loved ; — 
Love born of idleness and young Komance I 
He purchased roses and anemones. 
And bade her come to-morrow with fresh flowers. 
The choicest she could gather. Morrow came ; 
And with it came the maiden and her blooms ; 
Herself a rose and lily both in one ; 
Fairer than lily — redder than the rose, — 
And with a warmth of summer in her smiles 
Enough to ripen all the buds of spring. 

He overpaid her with too boimteous gold, 
Which she refused, with such a wealth of shame 
That he was awed ; and, more enamoured still. 
He sued for pardon like the veriest slave 
Who hath incensed a master that he loves, 
And cannot rest imtil his peace be made. 



I 
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She came no more to Venice. Every day 
He watched the amving gondolas and barques, 
In hope to see the maid among her peers — 
A queen-like rose among mere daffodils ; 
But she, Francesca Ha, ne'er returned. 

He gazed upon the blue Friulian Alps, 
Snow-capped and sharp against the cloudless heaven, 
And thought how blissful all his days might be. 
Forgetting England and his ancient home. 
If in life's noon, he might, beloved of her. 
Dwell in the valleys, careless of the world. 

He sought her — ^was repulsed — ^and sought again ; , 
Till passion, like a flame by tempest fanned. 
Throve on obstruction, and consumed his soul. 

Thus did he live and suffer ; thus in pain 
Refine an idle fancy into love^ 
Love golden — freed by Sorrow's fire from dross — 
Love purified — ^the love of soul to soul. 
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And she took pity ; she — ^the peasant girl — 
Met the proud English stranger face to face, 
And gave her hand, like lady to a lord, 
Equal in love, and pride, and sacrifice, 
Superior in her purity of heart. 

Well she became her new-bom dignity. 
Learned English from the lessons of her heart. 
And spake it with a prettiness of fault 
More lovely than perfection ; learned to sing, — 
And sung with such a gush of melody. 
That staid approval— of the English mood — 
Forgot itself in rapture. 

But she died, 
Pining for Italy ; a flower too fair 
To brave unscathed the winds of Northern skies, 
And harsh vicissitude of moist and cold ; — 
And Arthur Westwood never smiled again ; 
Or if he did, 'twas in his silent home. 
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Where his young boy — ^her boy — ^her only child 

Smiled in his face and prattled at his knee, 

And brought before him vividly as life 

The fond eyes — the bright cheek — the tender voice — 

The breathing spirit of the sainted dead. 

Great was the mutual love of sire and son. 
To the boy's heart the father was a sage ; 
In wisdom and in goodness chief of men ; — 
To the sire's heart the child was love alone, 
A love all innocence — ^half earth — ^half heaven — 
The link uniting both. 

So lived the twain 
In a fair cottage on the green hill slope. 
Embowered 'mid clambering roses. All who passed 
Admired the outward grace and inward calm 
Of their secluded nest. Aroimd it spread 
Elm, beech, and oak, and delicate silver birch, 
And all the stateliest trees of English growth ; — 
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And in the spring, the lilac and the ash, 
Laburnum and the bridal-vestured haw 
Scattered their brightest blooms and richest 
balms. 
Few were the friends who had the privilege 
To enter their abode: — ^the Vicar first, 
The guest most welcome to the widower^s hearth, 
Of tastes congenial. Both loved Art, and books. 
Music, and ever-dear Philosophy — 
Such as those know it^ who on mountain tops 
Look on the little wranglers far adown — 
And sun themselves, bare-headed, to the Truth 
That beams upon them from the upper sky ; — 
Philosophy — twin-bom with Piety, 
That teaches love to God with love to man. 
And next Sir Thomas Bellenden ; though rare 
Were his intrusions on the quiet haunt 
Of one so dififerent in his walk of thought, 
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So lost to all the warfare of the world, 
So alien to its pride, its pomp, its care. 

Within a mile of Westwood's cottage stood 
The HaU of Erlwood, with its towers antique, 
Seen through an arching avenue of elms ; 
The park — a thousand acres — swarmed with deer ; 
And in its thickest groves a heronry 
Grave life to the upper air. Within its bound 
Rose many a hollow and rough-rinded oak, 
That still put forth its leaflets to the spring, 
Though mouldy leases of Eong Charles's day 
Based on tradition, deemed them centuries old 
Ere stout King Harry wedded Anne Boleyn, 
And from fat Abbeys dispossessed the monks. 

Here dwelt Sir Thomas three months in the year ; — 
Playing the squire— or as he thought, the lord — 
A very lord in all things but the rank. 

The great Sir Thomas I — If his name were heard 
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At Lloyd's, the Exchange, in Bank, or Counting House, 

In London, Paris, Hamburg, or New York, 

The rich and poor all gave it reverence ; 

And straggling merchants drew a longer breath. 

And sighed to think what tides and seas of wealth 

Poured in his coffers, while to theirs, agape. 

Fell but the scanty rain or vanishing dew I 

And if that name, a scarcely legible scrawl, 

Promised to pay a million on demand. 

The bankers of all cities in the world 

Would count it freely at a million's worth. 

And give or take it readily as gold. 

The great Sir Thomas I It were hard to say 
On what far oceans never sailed his ships. 
Laden with costly ventures, well insured ; 
In what old channels of perennial trade 
His profits did not run ; or in what new 
He did not tap the founts of enterprise. 
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And bear away the draught from thirstier lips. 
His name was in 4he mouths of busy men, 
Spoken in every language knovm to Trade ; 
And never spoken but with such respect 
As traders ever feel for those who pay, 
And the weak strive to render to the strong. 

This prosperous man was in his prime of years, 
Had health and strength, the admiring world's ap- 
plause ; — 
Two sons to be partakers of his toil, 
And raise to nobler heights his tower of wealth ; 
A daughter, lovely, innocent, rose-ripe — 
The joy, the charm, the jewel of his life ; 
And though the world might sometimes pity him — 
That Edith's birth was loss of her who bore — 
His love, if e'er he felt it, had expired 
When his young wife was taken to the grave. 
And dwelt not even in his memory. 
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AH else was bis, wealth and the will to 
spendi 
Taste, education, and a liberal band, 
A seat in Parliament, an eloquent tongue, 
And power to sway the councils of the realm. 
And yet this man, so seeming fortunate. 
Pined with a secret sorrow for a toy. 
The potent Minister, who ruled the State 
And moulded plastic factions to his will, 
Scorned with a gentle, but invincible scorn, 
The firivolous herd whose service might be bought 
With ribands, garters, coronets, and stars : 
And when Sir Thomas, as the sole reward 
Of vote, and speech, and ready influence, 
Asked for a peerage, gave him for reply 
A vague half-promise and his blandest smile : 
The promise meaningless, if 'twere not false 
The smile another promise, vaguer still. 
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Hope was his comforter, which comforts all. 
Should not his sons in inlness of their hour. 
Sit by his side to vote and legislate ? 
One for the county, ravished at a blow 
From the Fitz-Nevilles, Earls of little wealth, 
Who jobbed it for the pickings of the State ? 
The other, destined for the county town, 
To win it by his talents, if he could — 
If not, — to buy it ;— yet not seem to buy ? 
Then should the Premier at his peril dare 
To scorn the claim, made strong by three good votes — 
Then should his honours glitter on his brow, 
And the calm evening of his sunny day 
Glow in a purple splendour to its close. 

If this hope failed him, had he not his child, 
His lovely Edith, docile as a fawn — 
On whom Fitz-Neville, hale, though past his prime, 
Looked with the favouring eye of sage resolve. 
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And deemed her paragon of all her sex — 
Kindy good, and beautiful, his souFs true star — 
The magnet of his fortunes and his hopes ? 
Thus, if no peer, he might be sire of peers. 
The Earl once scorned him as too lowly born; — 
But that was past ; and if his Edith chose 
To wear the coronet, the day should come 
When he, the princely trader, should restore 
The tarnished splendour of an ancient house. 
And place it high in fortune as in rani;. 

Much he preferred the peerage for himself — 
Due tribute to his greatness. " What," he asked, 
" Is this proud Earl, who holds his head so high? — 
The tenth descendant of a random boy. 
Who studied law and ripened, to a judge, 
When good Queen Bess sought merit in the mire, 
And set it up alofl ; and if such boy 
Could found a peerage centuries ago, 



« 
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Why not a merchant of the present time, 
With wealth enough to buy a score of Earls ?" 
Thus did he dream, and calculate, and dream, 
And sacrifice the substance of to-day 
For empty shadows of a day to come. 



And now, 'tis mommg, and the month is May; 
And through the sunny glades of Erlwood Park 
Flits beauty in its fairest human shape. 
For Edith loves the country, and has left 
London, the Court, the Opera, the Ball, 
To have one month with nature and the sun ; 
And then, again, to high festivity 
And all the weary overheated life. 
That Fashion loves. Sir Thomas cannot come. 
Save from a Saturday till Monday mom, 
For the State needs him, or the Minister; — 
And are they not the same ? — to vote and speak, 
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And help to save that old and fabulous Ship 
Which never sinks; though politicians say 
'Tis always sinking when the Whigs are in, 
And always foundering when the Whigs are out. 



The Westwoods are at home, as is their wont, 
The smoke curls bluely from their sylvan bower ; 
And Arthur angles in the Erlwood brook, 
Or carves initials on the beechen rind. 
Or carols to himself his own new song. 
On " the old, old story" — old as hmnan hearts. 
The ancient Abbey is aflare with life 
Of servants and retainers. Edith's aunt 
Keeps stately house; and Edith's milk-white doe, 
Pet of the park, and wild to all but her, 
Follows its gentle mistress o'er the lawn, 
And nibbles dainties from her coaxing hand. 
The flag floats from the turret, that the world — 
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A little world, but large to villagers — 
May learn that great Sir Thomas is at home ; 
And give him — if it meet him — what he loves ;— 
Homage, that vassals render to their lords, 
And snch as common souls, who dwell in cots. 
Should yield to those who dwell in palaces. 
And give them Christmas coals and good advice. 



CANTO 11. 



UNDER THE TREES. 



c 2 



Win&^r i^ ^ms. 



" npHE old face," said his father, bending low 
Over the easel, where the picture stood — 
Queen Berengaria, Goeur de Lion's love. 
Girding her lord to fight the Saracen — 
" A sweet facC'— well designed ; but are there none 
But dark-haired, dark-eyed beauties in the world. 
Mere counterfeits of Edith Bellenden, 
Like as a rose to rose— or star to star ?'' 

" I strove," said Arthur, " when I planned this work — 
My master-piece, my favourite, my best— 
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To paint another face, another form ; — 

But all in vain ; the colours would not blend 

Obedient to my will ; the rebel hand, 

Knowing the face I loved, broke through my law. 

Not Eichard*8 queen, but my queen — my sole star — 

Lived on the canvas in my mind*s despite. 

So, when I painted, half a year ago, 

Godiva pleading with Earl Leofric 

To stay the plague of taxes, twas the same. 

I traced fair hair; but, lo I the locks grew dark ; 

The blue eyes kindled into passionate black. 

And the old face — the dear face — ^best beloved — 

The type and model of mild womanhood, 

Looked on me smiling. Do you think it like ? '* 

" Ay," said his fether; " yet it wants the soul 
Of childhood, girlhood, womanhood — all mixed. 
Which Edith wears, as summer wears its bloom." 

" Alas ! " said Arthur, " it defies all Art 
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To paint such living loveliness as hers. 

Not one expression, or one soul divine 

Has my belovM — but a thousand souls, 

All peering through the splendours of her eyes, 

And each, ere you can fix it in your dioaght, 

Sparkling away to one more lustrous still : 

Pityi and Charity, and infinite Love, 

Sweet Mirth and sweeter Sadness, on her lips, 

Follow each other in one throb of Time. 

Art would reflect them ; but its mirror, dull 

As the breeze-ruffled bosom of a lake, 

Unresting, insufficient, fiuls to show 

The evanescent multitudinous charms 

That live, and change, and die, and live anew 

On all the radiant landscape of her mind." 



There passed a shadow on the father's face ; 
His own warm youth and passionate impulses 
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And bright unreason rose before bis mind, 
Revivhig in his son, with added fires ;— 
Italian fervour linked with English heart. 

" Arthur," he said, " we '11. go to Italy ; 
A year of travel in the balmy South 
Will give me health and spirits which I lack. 
And you the opportunity, long sought. 
Of study in the paradise of Art. 
We *11 go to Florence, Milan, Naples, Rome, 
And end with Venice, which I love so well.". 

" Your will be my mine, fether," said the son. 
While sudden pallor overspread his cheek. 
Then passed, and left it ruddy as before ; 
" Next week — ay, or to-morrow if you will— 
Whate'er you deem shall be the best for you. 
That also shall be very best for me." 

And the sire smiled the smile he seldom wore — 
The silvery radiance of a mind at ease ; 
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And both departed to their several tasks— 

The father to his organ 'mid his books. 

To form sweet harmonies on minor keys, 

Breathing a heavenly joy through human pain ;— 

To dally with the thronging melodies 

That came unbidden to his finger-tips, 

Each with a meaning, dying in its birth, 

A riddle, and a mystery, and a charm ; — 

The son to work upon his master-piece — 

To imitate the features that he loved. 

And fix the well-known heart-bewildering charm 

Indelible on canvas. All in vain !— 

The mind was with the Nature, not the Art, 

And gave no guidance to the listless hand. 



" I cannot paint I I cannot read I I'll walk 
Forth in the sunny air to Erlwood Park ; 
And if I meet her, 'twill be well ; — if not, 
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m sit and dream beneath the beechen tree 
Whereon, three springs ago, I carved her name — 
The twin initials intertwined with mine. 
Happy conjunction I Lo I with moss o'ergrown, 
Green as tihe leaves above, thej flourish still 1" 



Ah, well he knew the road that she would take. 
The road, the by-path, and the hour o' th' day. 
Her footfall on the grass, the flowering thorn 
That she would stop at, and select a twig 
To place upon her bosom, like a gem 
Which he, who knew it, on such holy place, 
Would gladly purchase at a ruby's price ; — 
A mile off he descried her glancing robes ; 
A mile off saw her favourite milk-white doe 
Bounding before, or eating from her hand 
The tender shoots from branches she had plucked. 
Or beech-nuts hoarded ere the winter days. 
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And nearer as she drew he saw her hair 

Freshly dishevelled to the western breeze. 

That came and went amid its lucent threads, 

As in the strings of the Eolian harp 
Passes the night wind ; but all noiselessly 

Making a silent music in his thought. 

Nearer I still nearer 1 'tis her tread he hears 

Amid the daisies ! 'Tis her silken robe 

Rustling the wayside grasses I 'Tis her voice, 

A palpable music on the morning air 1 

And lo I she reads ; — a book? — No I hush ; poor heart, 

Thou knowest what she reads, or soon shalt know 1 



Love's fondest meetings have the fewest words. 
Wer't not for silence, or the touch of hands. 
Or glance of mingling eyes, how could the soul 
Convey its meanings ? Language can but hint 
Darkly and vaguely what the spirit feels. — 
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These two were happy. Though no word of love 
Came from the lips of either, love was breathed. 
Though vows were not imagined, vpws wer^ made ; 
And when at last the one great subject came 
To the coy tongue, 'twas but in subterfuge. 
Or skilful acting of a delicate play. 
Cunningly plotted to an end foreknown. 



"Pve read thy verse," said Edith as they sat 
Together on the sward beneath the tree, 
And drew the folded paper from her breast ; 
" But let the poet read the poet's thought ; 
'Tis fire of soul that makes the fire of speech. 
And songs come freshest from the lips of bards." 
He took the paper, blushing. Happy he 
Who had not in the moil and wear of life 
Dulled the fine spirit in the sensitive blood 
Which brought it gushing, fiood-like, to his cheeks. 
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To be so praised by her, and so besought, 
Was it not as sweet sunshine to tihe ground 
When all the flowers leap up to kiss the spring ; — 
Or sight of land to weary manners 
When merry bells peal welcome from the shore ? 

He blushed for pride, and deeper blushed for shame ; 
Then taking courage, read the maid the tale 
With quivering voice — ^husky at times for tears ; 
But with an emphasis, well barbed and aimed, 
To reach the guarded fortress of her heart, 
And win an entrance through some narrow chink 
That guileless Pity had forgot to close. 



46 A MAN'S HEART. [CAHTO U. 



(^tiinHint 



I. 

She was the daughter of an Earl, 

And I the Hector's son ; 
I loved her more than blessed life, 

And never loved but one. 
She took mj homage as the rose 

Might take the morning dew ; 
Or a cloud on the eastern rim of Heaven 

The daylight gushing new. 
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n. 

She took it as of right divine, 

And never thought of me, 
No more than the rose, of the morning dew 

That bathes it tenderly ; 
Or the river, of the light of Gk)d 

That shines on its waters free. 



m. 



I loved her for herself alone, 

And not for rank or gold : — 
I was as heedless of her wealth 

As a daisy on the wold ;— 
Or a bird that sings 'mid the hawthorn buds 

When forest leaves unfold. 
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IV. 

I loved her for herself alone, 

And dreamed in summer eves, 
That the Earl, her sire, was a husbandman 

Amid his barley sheaves ; 
And she, a dark-ejed peasant-girl. 

As ruddy as the May, 
With a smile more rich and golden bright 

Than the davm of a summer^s day. 
With a voice like the melody of lutes. 

And breath like the new-mown hay. 



v. 

I loved her for herself alone. 
And wished that she were poor. 

That I might guide her through the world, 
A guardian ever sure, 
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. And through all peril and distress, 

Conduct her steps aright ; 
That I might toil for her by day, 

And sit in her smile at night : 
My toil, a burden cheerily borne, 

For her, my heart's delight ! 



VI. 

My soul burst forth in floods of song, 

When I thought my love returned, 
And proud ambitions filled my heart, 

And through my pulses burned. 
There was no glory men could snatch 

Too vast for my desire. 
And all to place upon her brow. 

Higher and ever higher ; 
Till hers was greater than mine own^ 

And robed her as with fire. 
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vn. 

And when I thought her heart was cold, 

And no response was giveni 
My mournful passion sought relief 

From sympathetic Heaven. 
And Nature's heart, more kind than hers, 

Made answer all day long, 
The wild-wind sighed, the rain-cloud wept, 

The streams made plaintive song. 
And the hoarse sea-billows chanted hymns 

Condoling with my wrong. 



vm. 

I put my passion into verse, 

I built it into rhyme. 
And told my hopes, my joys, my fears, 

In a tale of olden time : 
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And read it on the garden seat, 

With green bonghs overhung, 
She by mj side so beautiful, 

And I so mad and young. 



, DC. 



She praised the bard : she prophesied 

A glowing noon of fame, 
To him who sang so sweet a song 

Of Love's supernal flame ; 
But could not see, perchance for tears, 

And sympathies divine, 
The living passion of the verse 

That throbbed in every line. 
The fable, but the garb of truth — 

The love, the sorrow, mine. 

D 2 
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X. 

I had not courage to declare, 

Lest hope should be denied, 
The pangs that wrestled with my peace ; 

" Oh, foolish heart 1 " I sighed, 

" To look so high ! — But wherefore not ? 
Love, like the liberal sun. 

Takes no account of human pride, 

And scorns or favours none : 
Look up, sad heart ! thy thoughts are pure, 

Thy Heaven may yet be won I" 

XI. 

One morn,-^h, well-remembered time ! — 

I met her on the lawn. 
With streaming hair, and ripe red lips. 
Blithe as Aurora, when she slips 

The curtains of the dawn. 
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From balmy skies of cloudless blue, 

Dropped music like the rain, 
Ten thousand merry minstrels sang 

The one iexulting strain : — 
" We thank thee. Day, for all thy gifts, 

And welcome thee again !" 



xn. 

It was the bursting of the £ower ! 

She could not choose but hear ; 
I could not choose, but speak the word ; — 

" My Greraldine I my dear 1" 
I never dared, in all I felt, 

To name her thus before; — 
Unloosened were the founts of speech. 

My tongue was mute no more : 
And kneeling at her feet, I craved 

Permission to adore* 
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xm. 

She blushed with pleasure and surprise, 

And when I grasped her hand, 
In dim wild fervour, bom of joy, 

Too rash for my command, 
She did not slay me with a look; — 

But from her eyes she threw 
Sweet invitations — ^welcomes sweet— 

And greetings old and new ;— 
I was uplifted from the false— 

I soared into the true. 



XIV. 

In utter dark, devoid of hope. 
What evil passions glare. 

Like lurid torches waved at night 
In foul and misty air. 
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But in the light of happy love 

All evil passions die, 
Or fade like tapers when the sun 

Bides cloudless in the sky ; 
They pale, they wane, they disappear— 

And in that light was 1 1 



XV. 

Till then, I never thought or knew 
What charms all Nature bore. 

How beautiful were Earth and Heaven ; 
I never lived before* 

But from that moment nobler life 
Through all my senses ran; 

Deep in the mysteries of Time, 

I saw the inner plan, 
The holiness of Life and Love, 

The dignity of man! 



56 A man's heart. [canto II. 

So ran the fable that his fancy drew, 
Made for her heart, but woven from his own. 
And when the tale was done, and silence fell 
So palpable betwixt them, that the graiss 
Seemed rustling loudly in the startled air. 
The green leaves babbling secrets from the boughs, 
And the lark's song dropped on them like a weight, 
He blushed deep blushes which her cheeks returned ; 
And she launched meanings from her glistening eyes, 
Which his caught up, and flashed exulting back ; — 
And both were conscious of a new delight, 
And breathed the vows that once, and only once. 
The heart can form with equal purity. 



Dream on, poor children !— dream, and never wake 1 
In all your raptures— come they thick as flowers 
That April tosses to the lap of May, 
Tou '11 never find a rapture like to this I 



CANTO n.] A MAN'S HEART. 57 

Dream on, poor cHildren ! dream, and fear to wake — 
When sorrow looms, the memory of this hour 
Shall shine like Hesper through the gathering dark, 
And you shall say, — " Once in the days of youth 
We had a vision and a glimpse of Heaven I 
Once in the morning of our cloudy day 
There gushed upon us overpowering joy, 
Keen as the lightning flash, and lost as soon I 
Let us be grateful, — ^we have lived and loved. 
Tasted ambrosia, feasted with the gods I 
Was it a dream ? — ^What more is Csesar's throne, 
Or great Napoleon's, when the end has come ? — 
Was it a dream ? — Could we such dream renew, 
And brush away &om our enchanted land 
The dust and cobwebs of reality, 
We *d sleep once more, and never ask to wake." 



CANTO m. 



FAR AWAY. 



4ar Jltttag* 



O AILING in sunshine through the blue lagoons 
Of melancholy Venice, sire and son 
Discoursed together in the gondola. 
Westwood had letters from his English home 
Made dear to memory by a yearns long lapse, 
And Arthur asked the news. 

" News private ? — Small : 
News public ? — Great ; though small to you and me. 
The Whigs are out, the Tories have come in, 
And Parliament 's dissolved ; and that is all ! '* 

"All? Quite enough!" said Arthur. " Then farewell, 
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Thou poor Sir Thomas, to thy fondest hopes ; 
Thou It never be a peer, thou 'st lost thy chance, 
For ne'er did Tories make a Whig a Lord I 
And I am glad that one obstruction less 
Stands betwixt Edith Bellenden and me. 
Ah me I I would she were a poor man's child, 
That I might win her for the love I bear, 
Freed from the vile suspicion of the world, 
That money— always money— money-dirt— 
Attracts my passion, as the flame the moth. 
And is there nothing else ? " 

" But little more ; 
The ancient land 's astir with wholesome life. 
And all the great athletse of the time 
Gird on their armour. England needs her sons, 
And were I young again, as thou art now, 
I think I 'd mingle in the clash of arms. 
Or clash of tongues — ^if that 's the better phrase. 
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Hast never felt sach prompting in thy blood ? 
Lo, the world throbs with mighty impulses, 
And the great battle of the Right and Wrong 
Calls up the nations : England ever first, 
France second, and this Italy, the third 
And most unhappy." 

" Ay I " replied his son, 
'' I Ve had such thoughts ; and deemed it sometimes 

wrong 
That I should loiter out my mom of life, 
When strong true hearts are needed ; yet why not ? 
My life is in its May, and looks for flowers— 
The harvest is not yet." 

" 'Twould give me joy," 
The sire made answer, " could I see thee ^x 
Thy heart on some great object seen afar, 
To lead thee upwards ; — ^not for sake of fame, 
Which thou couldst win, if it deserved thy thought, 
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But for the sake of action wbicH exalts 

And strengthens while it purifies the soul. 

My days are wasted ; in my yellow leaf 

I see no fruit. I Ve dreamed my life away, 

And by the light or shadow of my faults 

T see the nobler path which thou shouldst take. 

Believe me, Art can poorly satisfy 

A soul like thine. It may refine thy tastes, 

And be the charm and solace of thine hours. 

When wearied for awhile with sterner work ; 

But action best becomes the noble mind. 

Those who have gifts owe something to the State, 

And 'tis this debt, so bountifully paid 

By English gentlemen, that sends the name 

Of England, like a watchword, o'er the world — 

Watchword of Liberty and steadfast Law." 



" Ay, ay I yet cannot all men serve the State 



> 
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In the same fashion ? He who writes a book 
Brimful of noble thoughts, doth he not serve ? 
And he who sings a song which elevates 
The poor man's heart, and makes it throb with joy, 
Hath he done nothing ? He who carves a stone 
Into immortal beauty, is not he 
As great and noble as the man who talks 
On Opposition benches half the night ? 
Or on the Treasury benches drones and prates 
About his Budget and his Income Tax, 
And his five farthings on the pound of tea ? 
*Tis well, no doubt, to be a Senator, 
To make the laws of England, and direct 
Great policy to rightful aims and ends. 
Or thwart great policy when it is wrong : 
But these things are not all. A nation's weal 
Cannot be made by Acts of Parliament ; 
And some must write, some sing, some dance, some paint, 

s 



66 A MAN'S HEABT. [OANTO m. 

Some teach, some preach, or else the manners fade. 
And all the pith of nations shrivels up. 
And sapless realms go down to their decay. 
My calling^s Art ; and *t will suffice my soul.'* 



" But," said his father, " Art is but a dream 
To those, like thee, who love it for itself 
And not for wealth, or as the means to rise 
To social eminence of power and fame. 
If thou hadst not a sixpence in the world. 
Nor I a sixpence to divide with thee, 
Art might absorb thee, and thou wouldst excel ; 
But now 'tis but thy vision and thy toy." 



" What else were politics ? " the son replied. 
" Thou 'dst fill me with ambition ; but take care I 
I have it in me. If that flame be fed 
It may bum higher than thy peace or mine 
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WoTild give it room for. But the time's not jet 
I 'm but a boy, and hate boy senators ; 
I 'm but a youth, and hate to see a youth 
Mount in the pulpit, preaching to old men : 
I 'm but a student, let me study on." 



'Twas three months afterwards: they'd gone to Rome, 
Seen all its sights ; been saddened day by day 
At the great spectacle of Death in Life — 
The old Rome dead ; the new Rome dying fast. 
And most imworthy ever to have lived 
On such a grave, and taken such a name : 
And they were starting for the balmier south. 
To Capri, 'mid the olives and the vines, 
When Westwood, sitting sadly by himself, 
Read, and re-read a letter just received 
From his best Mend, and comrade of his heart — 
The Vicar. 

E 2 



68 A MAN'S HEART. [CANTO IH. 

" My poor boy ! " the father said, 
" How will he bear it ? — ^how shall I make known 
This utter blight of his fast blossoming hopes ? 
This desecration of the holy shrine 
Which he imagined in a woman's heart ? 
And she has jdelded ! 3rielded to her aunt, 
Her father, and her brothers — all her kin, 
And given her hand to that superb old Earl, 
Who loved so well her father's money-bags I 
Alas ! poor Arthur ! — ^hush I the victim comes ! " 



Singing a song, exuberant with joy, 
Arthur came bounding to his father's door. 
His face so fresh — ^his eyes so bright — ^his smile 
So full of happiness and inward peace. 
That Westwood shuddered at the cruelty 
Of undeceiving him, and wished some tongue, 
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Other than his, might tell the bitter tale. 
Or any time but that might suit the task. 



He was unskilful in concealing grief;— 
His eyes betrayed him. " Father, what is this ? " 
Said Arthur, tenderly. He stretched his hand, 
And gave his son the letter. 

Arthur read 
Calmly and silently, without a start 
Or motion, save a quivering of the lip, 
Scarcely perceptible; then folded up 
The document that held such weight of woe, 
And gave it back into his father's hands, 
And said, with slow, precise, and measured words. 
Calm as the motion of a cataract 
When it flows shelving to the precipice— 
*' Had any other name been signed but that, 
I should have called him liar to his teeth I 
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Comfort me not. I camiot bear a word 

Except in anger. Call me idiot, fool— 

A credulous, gaping, green, and unripe fool — 

But do not comfort me. I 'm sick at heart ! 

Where is the Times f — ^no doubt 'tis blazon'd there, 

In the broad columns, ' Marrtage in high life;— 

The Earl Fitz-Neville and his youthful bride. 

The daughter of Sir Thomas Bellenden, 

Left Erlwood Abbey yesterday, for France, 

To pass the honey month.' Oh, fair young bride ! 

Oh, ardent bridegroom — ^fifty years of age, 

A little older — five years at the least 

Than the bride's father. Happy — ^happy Earl I " 

And he laughed -wildly at the torturing thought, 

And clenched his hand and smote it on his brow. 



His father pressed his hand, but spake no word ; 
And the son leaned his head on that broad breast, 
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Paternal, warm ; and, after little space, 
Sobbed on it like a cliild. " Forgive," he said, 
" This burst of grief, for never — ^never more 
In any sorrow will I weep again I 
And let her names — ^her old one and her new — 
Never again be breathed between us two," 



They went to Naples, thence to Sicily, 
And thence to Athens. Arthur could not rest. 
He thought he 'd like to row upon the Nile, 
And see the Pyramids ; and so they went, 
And rowed upon the Nile, and thought it dull ; 
And saw the Pyramids, and thought them small. 

And next they tried the Desert— what of that ? 
It was a desert ; — ^but in their degree, 
Pall Mall, the Boulevards, and the Grand Canal, 
Are they not deserts also, if the heart 
Find not another heart in all their scope 
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To change a feeling with ? So back they turned, 
And came to Pera and the Golden Horn, 
Where Arthur fumed and fretted at the Turks, 
And mourned the fate of such a lovely land, 
Encumbered by such people. 

In one week. 
Tired of the Turks, and all that Turkey held. 
The yielding father and the impetuous son 
Debated to which spot of all the world 
They next should travel. " Back to Italy ?" 
" Ay, that were well," said Arthur ; " for I fear 
This ceaseless whirl, that whirls me out of self. 
May do thee mischief. Let us rest awhile 
In some decaying city of the Po, 
In Mantua or in Padua : yet, alas I 
I fancy in such quietude as that 
The burning rust would eat into my heart. 
And leave thee childless. Let us try the Alps, 



*• 
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fl 

And in the gorgeous Bernese Oberland 
Dwell in the valleys, 'mid the simple folk, 
Where thou canst be at rest, and I can climb 

r 

Gixeat Monte Rosa and the Wetterhom, 

Or Jungfrau ; scale high rocks, and tread on snow 

Where human footsteps never trod before. 

I have a spirit in me that hard work 

And vigorous exercise alone can quell. 

Wer 't not for thee, who lovest me so much, 

I 'd join some enterprize to trace the Nile, 

Lay bare the roots of Niger, or explore 

Australia's inner lakes of salt and sand — 

Anjrthing desperate ! " 

" Has Art no more 
Its ancient charm to fill thee," said his sire, 
" With high resolve of something to be done?" 
" I should be painting Ediths evermore ! " — 
He answered, bitterly. " The very brush 
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Rebels against me when I take it up, 

And plagues me with a Countess. Art grows dull, 

Since she grew false. Could I invade, besiege, 

And storm a borough by the dint of tongue, 

I 'd be well pleased to sit in Parliament. 

If Love be stale. Ambition's ever fresh ! 

So, if agreed, we'll turn our footsteps back 

To murky London; there, perchance, I'll find 

Something or other, huge or strong enough 

To lay the constant devil that gnaws my heairt." 

" Our English politics want stirring up ; 
They need the infusion of some younger blood ;" 
Replied his father. '< Trade and trading things 
Befit a trading nation such as ours ; 
But Trade; — ^for ever Trade and dull Maynooth, 
Where Bigot fights with Bigot; — and sometimes 
An episode about the Sabbath day, 
When some men think it shame to wear a smile, 
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And cnminal to roam into the fields 

And breathe the breatL of Heaven, depress the 

mind 
Of legislation. Give us something more 
To talk about than these ; let us become 
More tolerant, more wise and lofUer-souled, 
That in the steady tramp and march of Time 
Our honest England may preserve her place 
In the great commonwealth of Christian realms, 
The oldest, best, and bravest of them all. 
And not to be outstripped in any race 
Of Wealth, or Power, or Art, or Enterprize, 
Or great Dominion, or true Liberty, 
By friend or foe. 'Fore heaven, I often think, 
111 try, myself!" 



" And why not ? " said his son, 
'< Thou'rt under ^j ; in thy manhood's prime. 
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The Earl Fitz-Neville, wed the other day, 
Is three years older. Better thou than I." 



" Nay 1 " said the father, " I have formed my life, 
I 'm but a dreamer, and must live on dreams. 
I could not tolerate the long debate ; 
I could not sit till three o^clock at mom, 
To hear a crass, dull, awkward Minister 
Wear out his subject, and my patience too. 
My youthful elasticity is gone ;— 
No ! give me books and music, and fresh air. 
If the book tire, I '11 lay it on the shelf, 
Or taste its beauties only. If the strain 
That once delighted me have lost its charm, 
I '11 close the instrument and take a walk. 
And if all fail to while the weary time — 
Thanks to all-gracious and beneficent Heaven — 
I can lie down upon my qtdet bed 
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And go to sleep. But thou, iny son, art young, 
And hast no habits long and fully formed ; 
Go thou to Parliament, and thou 'It succeed." 



They sailed again to westward, taking ship 
For Syra, Malta, Naples and Leghorn; — 
To pass a month in Florence. Luckless thought I 
They had not been in Florence but a day, 
When Arthur, strolling, as the tourist will. 
Into the Duomo, met — 'twas face to face, 
And not to be avoided, or denied — 
The Earl Fitz-Neville, and a troop of friends ; 
And back a pace or two — amid her maids- 
Edith, the Countess. Through the solemn aisles, 
Startling the organist amid his fugues, 
There rang a cry of pain — as glance met glance ! 
He saw the lovely face-^the dark deep eyej 
And darted from the presence, lest its power 
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Should smite him into Folly, with Despair, 
And fled the place, unconscious of the cry 
Wrung from her heart by terror of his eyes. 



By the next evening he was far away, 
At Grenoa ; thence onward to Marseilles, 
And thence to Paris, with his bursting heart. 
And all its griefs reopened to the day. 



Paris— the bright, the fair, the libertine, 
Youthftil in beauty, old in wickedness ; — 
Paris, the ancient home of generous men. 
And now the sink of jobbers, gamblers, knaves; — 
Ruled by a master-hand, whose iron grip 
Slays disobedience, but forgives all else- 
Vice, meanness, crime, degeneracy and sloth — 
Detained them for awhile. The city swarmed 
With swaggering captains and their stunted men, 
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Each with his marshal's visionary staff 
Safe in his knapsack, and with head uplift 
Saucily in the path ; for had they not 
Within short space, strangled, against all law, 
A young Hepublic ? slain it in the streets, 
And dragged its bleeding body through the mire ; 
And set an armed Empire in its place, 
Governed by beat of drum and bayonet thrust— 
A vulgar, slavish, gross and carnal thing, 
Without a soul ; — ^unless the bees have souls ? 
These yield a blind obedience to their chief, 
And feed and swaddle it, and make it fat. 
And toil and moil, until th' appointed hour 
When in hot swoop they fall upon the drones, 
And kill the fluttering fathers of the State ; 
Or, may be, choose another Sovereign 
To gorge and pamper as they did the last. 
So Arthur deemed, when musing in the streets. 
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That, in like manner, act these bees of France, 
Swarming from fauxbourgs at the tocsin's peal — 
Ruthless and bloody while the fit is on. 
And patient drudges when the fit wears off. 



Here Arthur strove to study humankind. 
But made small progress ; how could he explain 
The tame endurance of a land like this ? 
'Twas order ? So is death. 'Twas peace? 'Twas rest ? 
He had seen rest in Nubia; — ^and in graves;— 
And 'mid the crumbling fanes of Ephesus 
There was a rotten and unwholesome peace. 
But nobler peace than this, as Nature's work — 
And not the base contrivance of a man. 

He went to theatres, and there he saw 
" Daughters of marble " — ^brothels on the stage. 
He went to caf^s ; — there 'twas constant smoke ; 
And constant dominoes, and constant spies. 
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He went to dmrches, but he saw no men — 
Or only passing strangers like himself, 
Who came to look at pictures and stained glass, 
Or hear the organ, and the full-voiced priests 
Chanting Te Deums on a festal morn. 



The pastime tired at last, " What 's France to me ? " 
He said and sighed, '^ Let *s seek that fresher land ;— - 
Our own land, where a public soul remains 
To guide the public body ! Let us go— 
For I am weary of the beat of drum — 
The dust of troops — the slavery and the slaves ; — 
And long to rush into the open air 
Out of this fever — to the land of Health ; — 
To tread the sward of Freedom, and inhale 
The fresh, pure atmosphere that freemen love." 



CANTO IV. 



S B K W. 
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rpHE Lord Fitz-NeviUe had one passionate love — 

The love of hunting ; love that nurtures hope 

In the mild bosoms of presumptive heirs ; 

And most intensely when in life's decline 

The staid possessor of some good estate 

Thinks it befitting he should wed a girl. 

So Lord Fitz-Neville hunted ; had good sport ; 

Bought many horses with my lady's dower ; 

Went on the turf, and kept a racing stud ; 
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And gave the county three new packs of hounds. 
But being vexed one day, and thinking more 
Of his vexation and its secret cause 
Than of the horse he rode — a quiet beast — 
The creature stumbled, and mj lord was thrown 
Over the hedge into a stony field, 
And lay insensible. They took him home, 
And plied the electric wire for speedy help. 
And brought physicians from the capital. 
Who came exprei^s, by horses and by steam. 
And issued bulletins from day to day, 
Signed by three magnates of the healing art, 
To tell how much — or little — ^hope there was. 



Three weeks he lay, nor knew the face of man, 
Nor any kindness that was offered him, 
Nor his wife's touch upon his fevered brow, 
Nor any word of hope ; and then he died. 
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Great was the sorrow, for my lord was good ; 

A model magistrate, an upright man, 

An English gentleman, wed but six months, 

And sent untimely to his last account, 

In the ripe autumn of his vigorous days. 

Great was the sympathy ; and great, perchance, 

The wonder of the garrulous peasantry 

In hamlets, farms, and homesteads round about. 

Mouthed by old gaffers at the alehouse porch, 

And chattered o'er their tea by pitying wives 

And grandams skilful in such human lore ; 

If my lord's brother were indeed a Lord, 

And had an earldom and a fair estate 

To leave the eldest of his five tall sons ; 

Or, whether in the ripening growth of Time. 

A new-bom heir would crush their nascent hopes. 

And make Sir Thomas what he pined to be. 

The happy grandsire of a race of peers ? 
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Time came and went ; and ere a year had passed 
The new Fitz-Nevilles, safe and well assured. 
Dwelt in the ancient seat ; and Edith doffed 
The formal weeds that blazon widowhood. 
And set a label on a woman^s grief, 
And robed herself in sensible attire — 
One of the common world through which she moved ; 
And great Sir Thomas, gathering strength anew 
From the approaching advent of the Whigs; 
(The Tories having wrecked the ship of state, 
Or maybe, saved it, as the Whigs declared. 
By being beaten) ; looked about and saw 
Another chance of honours long desired. 
Intensely coveted, and well-nigh clutched. 
He was the county member, well secured : 
His eldest son, at sore expense, had wrenched 
The obstinate borough from the Tory grasp, 
And both were voters ] loyal, staunch, and true. 
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Pairing for Whigs whenever Whigs were right, 

Voting for Whigs whenever Whigs were wrong, 

The bright exemplars of all party men. 

And were not such high principles and votes 

Worth the small purchase of a barony ? 

He thought, he dreamed, he hoped, he knew they were. 

He felt the coronet upon his brow ; 

Unseen of others — palpable to him — 

A vision, bordering on reaUty. 



And Edith roamed once more in Erlwood Park, 
And read her book, and fed her milk-white fawn. 
As if she still were Edith Bellenden ; 
And two long years were but a morning dream, 
Scared into nothing by the dawn of day. 



Oh, she was beautiful beyond belief 1 
More beautiful than when a thoughtless girl 
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She knew no sorrow and imagined none, 
Save in the melting pages of Romance ; — 
More beautiful than when beneath the boughs 
She took the offering of a guileless heart, 
Herself as guileless then ; — more beautiful 
By all the added loveliness of thought, 
And the deep sorrow hidden in her soul. 
Which had refined and chastened her since then. 
She seemed too fair for Earth, too sad for Heaven. 



And no one knew her anguish but herself ; — 
For she had given her hand without her heart. 
After great struggle — after many tears — 
Because she reckoned filial duty much ; 
Herself, as nothing. She had sold her peace 
For empty title, which she valued not ; 
And, like the Patriarch*8 son, had lain her down. 
Moaning and helpless, but obedient still. 



k 
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On the grim altar whicH her sire had built 

To offer up his human sacrifice 

To his false gods of Vanity and Pride. 



She told her lord the truth before she wed, 
And afterwards, with many a bUnding tear. 
The easy Earl disliked all sentiment; 
And he had taken her without her heart ; 
Her, and her money ; and been good and kind. 
And treated her with gentle courtesies. 
Until she owned in silence and remorse. 
And secret confidence, — ^if such it be. 
When Conscience is the only confidant, — 
That had he been her brother, or her sire. 
Or any other than her wedded lord, 
She could have weighed his kindness and respect. 
And balanced them with friendship and esteem. 
But he was dead ; — ^and 'twas a sin no more 
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To think of Arthur Westwood, so beloved, 

So distant, so estranged, so lost to her ; 

Far on the outer verge of the abyss 

Which she had dug beneath their yearning feet; — 

Hereafler doomed to walk on different paths ; — 

No more to tread the same — ah, never more I 



The cottage of the Westwoods was for sale, 
With all its furniture, except the books. 
She bought it, through her agent, in his name ; 
And her dull sire, who never dreamed of hearts. 
Or anything but money, rank, and power, 
Gould never fathom why she wasted gold 
On such a purchase. Here she often went 
And sat upon the chairs where he had sat, 
And saw his name inscribed upon the wall, 
Entwined in hers, with true-love knots between. 
From the same window out of which he 'd gazed 
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Upon the lovely landscape spread below 

She looked, and found a pleasure in the sight. 

And when the blackbird in the hawthorn grove 

Sang joyous, said she to herself, " That song 

Pleased him in other days, and pleases me." 

Amid the ivy clustering to the roof 

Darted the swallows ; he had watched their 

flight 
In melancholy noons, and so would she. 
To the green sward beneath the window-sill 
A frequent visitor, for charity. 
Game the bold robin; and she gave the dole 
To the blithe beggar with the glittering eye, 
Because he gave it, — steward of his alms. 
She trimmed the rose-trees in the garden-walk. 
Because he trimmed them in the happy days 
When he believed in her, and in himself. 
She nurtured sorrow by a thousand arts, 
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And fed it with a thousand sympathies, 
And was repaid, because she thought of him. 



Time wore, and she had suitors at her feet. 
The Curate fresh from Oxford, with white hands, 
White face, white brow, white neckcloth and white teeth, 
But with a batch of hazy principles. 
Scarlet as Rome ; whose talk was evermore 
Of crosses, candlesticks* and papal gear ; 
Laid formal siege and battery to her heart. 
He thundered at her gates with piety, 
Or strove to sap the fortress with soft words, 
And would not be denied or robbed of hope ; — 
For he was rich in bountiful conceit 
And thought no woman could resist a tongue 
So oily, glib and specious as his own. 

And a smooth cousin of the Earl deceased, 
A captain in the Guards, with whiskers huge, 
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Wlio could not speak without a burst of slang, 

And smoked from morn's first dawn till evening's close, 

And seemed to have no aim or end of life 

But to consume tobacco— thought one day, 

Between two whiflfs — ^while shaving — ^that he 'd make 

Great sacrifice, and give himself away. 

That Edith would accept him, could he doubt ? 

But she refused him, and he answered '' Haw ! " 

And smoked no longer for a round half-hour. 

And then recovering consciousness and peace, 

He smoked again as briskly as before, 

And thought, betwixt two other long-drawn whiffs. 

What an escape he 'd had from slavery 

To apron-strings ; and then said " Haw ! " again. 

Half vexed, half satisfied, and sore perplexed ; 

But still in confidence to his sweet self. 

And there were other suitors ; — ^human flies, 
That ever drone and buzz at honey-pots, 
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With busy wing — lank legs — and suckers dry 

For want of golden sweets — that long to light 

Upon the paths of widows richly dower'd, 

And settle there ; — ^insatiate as wasps 

That dig their feelers into luscious pears, 

Or burrow into peach and apricot. 

But she passed through them, as the sunny beam 

On which the midges dance, strikes through the crowd 

Of little, nimble, pestilential things 

That revel in its light, and knew them not. 



And there came news to Arthur far away, 
In the great whirl and Maelstrom of the town. 
Of all that Edith suffered for his sake. 
The life she led, the offers she refused, 
And all the gradual blighting of her days. 
But he was smitten with a fearful plague. 
The love he thought she scorned, had grown to hate ; — 
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The hate as bitter as the love was true. 

And in the struggle he essayed to drown 

The fierce remembrance both of hate and love. 

He lived a life of lightning — ^not.of light — 

Bapid and brilliant, but most deadly sad : 

A constant battle with one haunting thought 

That stared him in the face, and all night long 

Lay watchful on the pillow where he moaned, 

Or through his curtains, with an angel's face. 

Peered in the lengthening vigils of the night. 

Stabbing him through the eyes, into the brain. 

With thoughts empoisoned. Whither could he fly ? 

Where was his Lethe ? Travel was too slow. 

And politics too dull, and art too tame, 

And battle — ^which he thought of — too unjust 

To give him the sublime £orgetfulness 

Of self and personal sorrow that he craved* 

Oh, whither, whither shotdd he turn for peace ? 
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In what sweet fountain should he bathe his heart, 

To clear it from that black and burning drop 

Of passionate gall ? His friend, and father's friend, 

The Vicar, came from Erlwood^s quiet groves 

To give him comfort ; but he came in vain. 

A kindly man, a wise philosopher, 

A pastor most benign, his threefold pow'r 

Fell idly on that proud and smitten heart. 

Which in the waywardness of young desire 

Had looked for heavenly rapture on the earth, 

And could not, for its wounds, look up to Heaven. 

He scorned philosophy, that could not cure 

An evil deep as his. He did not scorn 

Beligion and its teachings ; but his soul. 

Leaning on earth as youthful souls will lean. 

Looked downwards, and not up, and could not see 

The starlight peering through the nether gloom. 

His love had been too human and too fond, 



OANTO IV.] A MART'S HEART, 99 

And was too closely riveted with hate, 
Or what he deemed was hate— though 'twas but love 
Stung into frenzy — ^to be linked with Heaven. 
And so he listened to the soothing hopes 
The pious preacher poured into his mind, 
Asd was not soothed : and so, from day to day 
Feeding fierce thoughts in fruitful solitude. 
He grew enamoured of his own despair, 
And played with it, and nursed it, like a toy. 
And Arthur's father, pitying much his son. 
Ceased to console. *' Time's homo&opathy 
Will bring him solace : lightnings cannot flash 
On the dark skies for ever. Bains must fall 
When clouds are heavy, but the clouds must 

pass ; 
And a new love, more mighty than the first, 
Bursting upon him like the blooms of spring, 
Shall fill his being with a new delight 

o2 
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That shall efface remembrance of old dajs. 
Let him alone. The heart that has no grief 
Is but a dull and barren stone at best— 
A quiet, happj, and unfeeling stone ; 
And Sorrow ripens Life to glorious deeds 
That might have languished in the nothingness 
Of too much ease. The soil where grief is grown 
Is fruitful soil for joy ; and have not I 
Struggled with sorrow for phUosophy, 
And gained the laurel branch and victor's crown ? 
And so shall he : I see it in his eyes, 
And trace it in the words of his despair." 



Thus Westwood argued with his amdous heart, 
And gathered for himself the wayside flowers 
Of comfort he could feel, but not bestow ; 
Then hied him to his music with new zeal, 
To work upon a cherished theory. 
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And draw the soul of heavenly harmony 
From the entranced body — dumb— not dead, 
Of ancient music, such as Plato heard ; 
Or that which charmed divine Pythagoras, 
Lost to the modems ; but of which, perchance, 
He in his happiest hour had found the key. 



There came one day a missive to his club 
From Thomas Bellenden, the eldest son 
Of great Sir Thomas, begging him to grant 
Five minutes' interview on urgent need. 
The young man came; and after little space, 
Sufficient for the simple tale he told — 
Both drove together fast as steeds could run 
To high Tybumia, where Sir Thomas kept 
State Hke ^ earl ;— K)h, miserable man, 
That could not be an earl, though richer far 
Than any bsace of earl^ in all the land J 
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And there they saw, in mild autumnal grace, 
Her white hair parted on her open brow, 
Good Mistress BeUenden, the knighfs best friend, 
Sister — and careful matron of his home. 

She, sadly smiling, without waste of words. 
Opened her heart ; " Is it not sad,*' she said, 
'* That a yoimg life, most innocent and pure, 
Should waste, and be consumed, and fade away, 
When one kind word might lifl it into hope, 
And hope to healing ? Bdiih BeUenden — 
She loves the old name better than the new — 
Dies without malady, save that which lurks 
Insidious in the secret of her heart. 
She dies for Love. There was a time, my &iend, 
When I, and you, perchance, with thoughtless smile 
Might have denied the power of Love to kill^ 
Ov talked incredulous of broken hearts): 
But we are wiser now \ or else^ should be^ 
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Edith, the lovely child, so good, so true, 
The docile victim of her father's pride, 
Diee for the love of Arthur. Tell him so. 
Tell him, moreover, that she never loved, 
With the remotest shadow of a thought, 
Other than him : and that, in few short weeks, 
That pure, unsullied life will bloom in Heaven 
Unless he can retain it on the earth 
Bj one kind word or look. She knows not this ; 
And she might die of shame were she to leam 
That I became no forward in her cause. 
And bared her weakness to the gaze of one 
Who might, in haughtiness of poor revenge, 
Kzult to see it — and respond with scorn. 
Tell him the truth ; and let his heart decide 
On its own action : mine hath done its part. 
And yours will aid it, or I cannot read 
The soul that glistens in your sorrowing eyes.'' 
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^' If Arthur be like me/' the father said, 
Taking the gentle speaker by both hands, 
" This news will fill him with a grievous joy ; 
And if her life depend upon his smile, 
Death shall repent, and drop his pitying hand. 
And spare the blossoming tree. But who can tell 
How wild and wicked is a young man's heart? 
And this boy's heart hath hot Italian blood 
That chafes at Season when it braves his will. 
But he is generous, and he loved this girl 
With all the fervour of his mother's clime. 
And all the truth of honourable souls. 
And if that love remain — ay, if one spark 
Of that great fire be smouldering in him still. 
It may revive. I 'U find him ere an hour. 
And learn if there be healing in his words. 
Meantime, dear lady, comfort and console 
The perishing fiower. Breathe hope into hei: mind, 
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For Hope is life. Deceive her, if thou wilt, 
With hopes mifotuided — anything for life. 
And trust to me, and God^s great charity, 
And Love, the master Spirit of the world. 
That Hope and Love shall purify themselves. 
And dwell together. Sister I fare thee well ! " 



CANTO V. 



HOPE. 



!«pt 



-•o*- 



AP£N ! wide open — ^to the setting sun 

That poured its slant beams on the chequered floor 

Through tangled fretwork of the clambering vine ; — 

Open — wide open to the evening breeze, 

That blew balm-laden from the bounteous West, 

Stood Edith^s lattice. There she loved to sit 

To watch the darkness creeping on the day, 

And dream sad homilies of life and love 

Fading, or faded, — ^Uke the summer mom 

That shone so beautiful and passed so soon. 
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On her white garments, and her pale white hands, 
The rose-red lustre of the evening fell, 
As (HI the marble statue of a saint 
Falls crimson splendour through cathedral aisles, 
And dad her with a glory caught from Heaven. 
Beside her sat a maiden fair as she, 
Yet not so lovely ; not a shadow of cloud 
Dwelt on the May-day of that happy face, 
Which had been £urer had a grief been there, 
And left its delicate tracery in her eyes. 
Or its faint echo on her silvery tongue. 



" Sing to me, Rose — my Rose-bud," Edith said ; 
^* Sweet singers find no labour in their song, 
But sing for pure delight, as lark or thrush ; 
And thou art like them in luxurious ease 
Of opulent melody, that from thy throat 
Pours, as from laden clouds the summer rain. 
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Thy song nor tires thyself nor listeners : 

Sing then, to please me, any English song 

That has a heart in it — of joy or grief. 

There's something in thy voice that floats my soul' 

Nautilus-like upon a sunny sea. 

The waves beneath me — ^the blue skies above. 

Sing to me, Hose, and wail me from myself, 

And let me travel over boundless deeps 

To golden slopes and bowery isles of song." 



Rose Trevor, friend and comrade of her youth. 
The dear companion of her childish days, 
Who left the calm seclusion of her home 
To watch and tend her in sore malady, 
Bom of the mind, the worst that flesh can feel, 
Pressed her pale hands in hers, and smiling sang. 
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Jl^flnj. 



How many thoughts I give thee I 

Come hither on the grass. 
And if thoult comit unfailing 

The green hlades as we pass: 
Or the leaves that sigh and tremble 

To the sweet wind of the west, 
Or the ripples of the river, 

Or the sunbeams on its breast, 
I'll count the thoughts I give thee, 

My beautiAil, my best ! 

How many joys I owe thee ! 

Come sit where seas run high, 
And count the heaving billows 

That break on the shore and die — 
Or the grains of sand they fondle, 

When the storms are overblown, 
Or the pearls in the deep sea caverns, 

Or the stars in the milky zone. 
And I 'U count the joys I owe thee, 

My beautiful, my own I 
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And how much love I proffer ! 

Come scoop the ocean dry, 
Or weigh in thy tiny balance 

The star-ships of the sky ; 
Or twine aromid thy fingers 

The sunlight streaming wide, 
Or fold it in thy bosom, 

While the world is dark beside ; 
And I 'U tell how much I love thee, 

My beautiful, my bride I 



" I thought," said Edith, when the song had ceased, 

" I heard a sigh, and then a stir of leaves. 

As if some stranger in the garden walk 

Had lurked to listen ; — ^prithee, look and see ! " 



The Mi face glimmered through the clustering vine, 
Like sunlight streaming through the woods of Jime, 
And the soil voice made answer, ** Fancied sigh, 
Ajid fancied stranger, or perchance a bird 
Amid the ivy at the cottage door." 
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** Forgive the fancy then, my Rose, my love; 
And sing again, — ^but sing to me no more 
Such lilt of joy, to waken in my soul 
The sad remembrance of departed time. 
Linked with the name of him whose thought it spoke, 
When from his heart he poured it upon mine. 
Gay music makes me sad, so, prithee, Rose, 
Sing me a doleful, melancholy song 
Such as Ophelia, crazed and strewing flowers, 
Sings in the play. If pleasure make me weep, 
Sorrow, perchance, may soothe me into smiles/^ 



Again the singer, with her mellow voice, 
Ripe, round, and full, and careful of the words, 
As every singer, worthy of the name. 
Should strive to be — sang as her friend desired. 



\ 
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^on^. 



How could I tell that death was there ? 
I shot mine arrow in the air, 
And knew not of the bonnie bird 
Singing aloft, unseen, unheard, 

Oh, idle aim !. 

Oh, sorrow and shame! 

arrow, that did my heart the wrong ! 
It slew the bird, it hushed the song ! 

How could I tell its fatal power ? 

1 breathed a word in Beaut/s Bower, 
And knew not, most unhappy boy. 
What charm was in it to destroy ; 

Oh, idle breath I 

Oh, shaft of death! 
Oh, &tal word which I deplore, 
It slew my peace for eyermore ! 



** It is not fancy, or my senses fail," 
Said Edith, starting as the song expired 



H 2 
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In lingering wbLspers on the placid air ; 

'' Hark to the footfall, and the crash of boughs 1 *' 



Hose Trevor looked again, and thought she saw, 

A rapid shadow flash across the lawn; 

But hid the truth, as nothing in itself, 

Or only potent to disturb a brain, 

Made sensitive by sorrow; and sat down. 

The two pale hands in hers, and calmly said, 

" Edith I 'twas but a fancy as before — 

There are no listeners but thy heart, dear love : 

And if there were, the song that pleases thee 

Might well attract thy grooms. Til sing no more. 

For, lo ! the sun has sunk into the west 

And the night air grows chilly." Then she rose - 

And shut the lattice ; and with kiss as pure 

As infant to an infant, went her way 

To her own chamber with a fond '' good night.** 
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And Edith thanked her with beseeching eyes. 

And sought the couch where wakeful dreams were 

guests, 
And sleep, the comforter, was C07 to come. 



That night was morning dawn of happiness 

To one unhappy. All night long he strayed, 

Sleepless, around the outer ayenues. 

And watched the light, to him a cynosure. 

That glimmered from her chamber through the dark, 

And said within himself, " When comes the day — 

* 
I wUl confess the evil I have thought, 

And sue for pardon ; Til declare my love, 

The love I strove to wrench from out my heart. 

The love immortal that refused to die, 

Though I decreed it daily to the death." 



But when the morning came his spirit failed. 
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And idly dallying with his new-bom hopes — 
The later blossoms of a blighted life-— 
Deferred fruition, lest a second blight 
Should nip them, also, ere the harvest time. 

Night after night he wandered silently 
Through the old haunts — to happy childhood dear — 
Of his own cottage, doubly his, now hers, 
And saw the lonely taper in her room, 
A love-star, whose love-secret no one knew 
Except himself ; and watched it until mom 
With fairer radiance dispossessed its beam, 
And sent him back again to common life. 
Nerved for all struggles, strong again in hope. 
With heart unburthened, and with head erect, 
And eyes that took a pleasure in the light 
And drooped no longer in the dark forlorn. 



And there came news to Edith in her bower 
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Of him that roamed without ; of Arthur's self 
Love-guided to her solitary home, 
Yet lacking heart to look upon her face 
And words to breathe, what he desired to speak, 
And she to hear. Oh, power of blessM Hope ! 
Oh, sovran balsam I Best medicament 1 
Sweet as the breath of Spring to opening flowers, 
Warm as the sunshine to the bursting buds, 
And potent as the moon on laggard tides I 
It brought new lustre to her eloquent eyes, 
And to her cheeks the crimson they had lost. 
And to her lips the smile they 'd ceased to wear 
Since the dark day when at her sire*s command 
She gave to " duty " what was love's alone, 
And laid her heart upon a funeral pyre 
With filial piety and hidden tears. 



But Joy and Sorrow are like Day and Night, 
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Twin-bom of Time, who walk together still, 

Inseparable, the substance and the shade ; 

For if one smiles and loads the heart with gifls. 

The other frowns and takes the gifls away. 

One scatters glory, wealth, dominion, power. 

The other, if she leave the toys intact, 

Will take away a child, or blessed health, 

Or heavenly reason, dearest boon of all. 

Oh, traitors both, and not to be believed I 

Cheats that belie the promises they make. 

And balance life with death ; yet friendly still, — 

For if the heart were drunk with constant joy 

Madness might crown himself anointed Eong, 

And dispossess the old inheritor ; 

And Sorrow, were she Queen too absolute^ 

Might lose her throne to one more fierce than she, 

And yield her broken sceptre to Despair. 

Great are the balances of Day and Night, 
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Of Summer and of Winter — Up and Down ; 
Great are the balances of Joy and Grief. 
Almighty Power decreed their twofold life ; 
Almighty Love maintains their uiuson. 



And so, when Edith, drinking life anew 
From Hope's pure atmosphere that robed the world, 
Saw through its golden haze the star of love 
That seemed to have set and vanished from the sky. 
But now rose clear again, and shot afar 
Radiance divine; — she thought that joy once more 
Might dwell beside her as in olden days : 
But dreamed not of the spectral balances 
That equalize the fortunes of mankind, 
Nor saw that Sorrow in a new disguise 
Would steal invidious on her upward path 
And break her flowers and dull her brightening 
day. 
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In the upper skies of Trade, hoarse thunders rolled. 
The demigods of Commerce shook their beards 
And spake their sore amaze, that one of them, 
The Lucifer, amid their sinless choir, 
Should fall from Credit, that imperial seat. 
And carry with him in his downward flight 
To the deep Hades and the hopeless dark 
Of Bankruptcy and Ruin, such a rout 
Of minor potentates and satellites 
Who shared his glory once, and now his shame. 
Through Bank, Exchange, and Bourse, the rumour sped 
And gathered strength and clearness as it grew, 
That the great House, the overshadowing House, 
The House of Bellenden — ^renowned and high. 
And never doubted for a hundred years. 
Shook at its veiy basement. Envious men, 
Overladen with the news, relieved their souls 
By noising it abroad. Alas, too true I 
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It was not built upon the solid rock 
Of prudent Trade, but on the shifUng sands, 
The treacherous quagmires, and the rotten bogs 
Of desperate Speculation, and must fall 
With crash to startle and confound the world. 

Even as they spake, the gaping multitude 
Became aware that ruin was at hand. 
High in the air rose clouds of %ing dust. 
Low through the ground a rumbling noise was heard, 
As of convulsion in the nether depths ; 
And, lo I the fabric tottered — shivered — ^broke — 
And lay as prostrate as Lisboa*s towers 
When earthquake smote them — shapeless, worthless, 

nought ; 
And men grew pale, and whispered each to each, 
'' Who is secure ? if House like this can fall. 
Whom shall we trust ? The world is old and sick. 
And Trade 's a rottenness, and Truth a lie.*' 
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Of all that mighty wealth there scarce remained 
Pittance enough to pay the labourers 
Who scraped the mined heap for waifs and strays. 
Of all that power, whose name was like the blast 
Of martial trump and clarion in the strife, 
To stir the hearts of enterprising men, 
Nothing was left ; its very shadow passed, 
And name and fame were idle as a breath 
Spoke in a desert centuries ago ; 
Or, ere a month had passed, became the scoff 
Of portly men whose money was their god. 
Whose own soap-bubbles glittered to the sun. 
Ready to burst, but had not yet collapsed, 
And vanished into nothingness, like this. 

And " great Sir Thomas "—mockery of words ! 
To call him great whose greatness was as dead 
As last year's blossoms, or its winter wind — 
Endeavoured with strong heart and stronger will 
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To show new greatness in adversity ; 

To lift his head and look upon the world 

With clear eye unabashed, and say — still proud — 

" Make me a beggar— do your best, or worst — 

Take from me all things — money, houses, lands, 

Power, station, splendour— everything you will ! 

I can take nothing with me to the tomb. 

Nor leave to any one who follows me 

Aught but my honour. If you leave me that, 

I will go down into the grave in peace. 

Nor wish to live, a pauper in the land, 

A crawling, pitiful, and abject thing — 

A worse than Lazarus, who ne'er was rich, 

And never fell from such a height as mine." 

But the strong effort cost him more than life. 
The inner conflict was too fierce to bear. 
The wounded vanity, the trampled pride, 
The outraged dignity, the sense of shame. 
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The keen regret for fair dominion lost 

Over men^s homage , and their flattering tongues ; 

The love of money that survived the wreck 

Of money's self, and pomp that money brings ; 

All warred together, in a worldly mind 

That had no trost except in worldly things, 

And no belief in goodness, man's or God's ; 

Till the fine tendrils of the brain were snapped, 

And the mind's music and true harmony 

Jarred into hopeless discord, or was dumb. 

And great Sir Thomas, little to the world, 

Was great as ever in his own conceit. 

And fondly clutched imaginary gold, 

And counted it, and hugged it to his heart ; 

Harangued imaginary Parliaments, 

And put upon his brow ideal crowns. 

And sent to sea imaginary ships 

Freighted with dreamy ventures, huge enough. 



i 
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If dreams were facts, to build his house anew, 
With tenfold strength to overawe mankind. 

And Arthur, much amazed, reproached himself 
For joy that came unbidden, when he heard 
The great calamity. " Oh, wayward heart. 
Thou treacherous, bitter, black, and guilty thing 1 
Why art thou glad that grief like this hath come 
On her and on her father ? Why shouldst thou 
Take pleasure in disaster like to this ? 
And yet thou ^rt glad ; and I am glad, my heart — 
Not for affliction — ^would it had not come I 
Not for the sorrow ; for if I could heal 
Or lessen, or remove it, blest were I. 
But all thy motives are mine own, dear heart, 
And I can see thy secrets clear as noon ; 
Thou canst not cheat me ; canst not hide one spring 
Of all that moves thee ; and thy joys, like mine, 
Flow from a fountain of perennial love 
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That never failed, althougli it seemed to fail. 

For are we not made free ? And can we not 

Without reproach or slander of the world — 

Without suspicion that vile dross and gold 

Inspire our homage, haste to Edith's bower, 

And lay our fortune, life, and love, and hope. 

As offerings at her feet ? We '11 go, my heart 1 

For she is sick and needs a comforter ; 

Weak and requires support ; distressed and sad, 

While I have words of solace on my lips. 

Panting for utterance ; poor, while I am rich — 

Ay, doubly, trebly rich I Oh, happy day. 

When I can woo her for herself alone I 

And prove to her, as to my nobler self, 

That dearer in her poverty and grief 

Is Edith Bdlenden to him she scorned, 

Than Edith Bellenden, in blaze of wealth, 

And bloom of beauty. Heart ! thine hour has come/' 



CANTO VI. 



HAPPINESS. 



a^pt n£88 



•o* 



T INGER ! oh, linger 1 ye delicious hours I 
The stormful March — the tearful April's gon< 
And life's fresh May, with all its buds and blooms. 
Its balmy odours, and ambrosial skies. 
Smiles on two loving hearts, dissevered long. 

Linger, oh, linger ! ye delicious days. 
That hopes and joys may blossom like the flowers. 
That happy thoughts may sparkle like the stars. 
And peace of mind, like the overarching sky, 
Shine forth unclouded, dropping heavenly dews I 
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Linger, oh, linger ! Love is in its noon ; 
Grief is forgotten ; pain hath passed away ; 
And Memory, if her mournful voice be heard, 
Whispers in music ; if her shadow fall, 
'Tis but to show how glorious is the light. 

Linger, oh, linger I Yestermorn were wed 
Arthur and Edith. Be it thine, O Time, 
To pay them recompense for sorrow past. 
Time — such as thou — ^is essence of all Time, 
And one fair day may carry in its breast 
The joy of centuries. They suffered long ; — 
Let them be happy ! And if grief must come 
Once more upon them, as it comes to all, 
Fill up the interval with pure delights ; 
Make every minute fruitful ; shower them down 
Blessings and pleasures in each tick o' th' clock 
And balance of thy ceaseless pendulum. 
Dispensing grief and joy to all who live. 
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Thou canst not stay thy course ; but Love and Truth 
Can make thy minutes bountiful as years, 
And turn the years to ages. Love is wed ; 
And Truth was at the bridal in both hearts, 
And smiles from mutual eyes and mingling lips. 



And Arthur's sire is in his ancient home, 
New fitted for his ease by Edith's care ; 
Amid his books, his music, and his plants. 
As mildly happy as in former days ; 
And builds new melodies, and studies hard 
To ravish from the undivulging past 
The buried secret of the songs of Greece, 
That still escapes him, and stiU seems to come. 

Quietly flows the streamlet of his life ; 
And, having much of Love and little Hate, 
He takes to hating something — ^for a change ; 
And, with his friend, the Yicar^ spends his nights 



134 A MAN'S HEART. [OANTO VL 

In loading epithets of harmless scorn 
On false pretences, and on foolish books ; 
And on tobaccO| and on smoking boys ; 
And working up a theory, fine-spun, 
Of woes nicotian looming o'er the world ; — 
Deterioration of the human race, 
Stunting of stature, drying up of brain, 
Shrivelling of beauty, and decrease of years. 
All from Tobacco, and its senseless use. 

And then the Vicar takes the other side 
In a mock combat; wondering much to learn 
How Homer could have lived without cigars. 
Or Socrates and Esop without pipes ; 
And how the ancients managed to exist 
Quidless and snuffless, tealess, cofieeless. 
Without the journal and the printed book. 
And ever and anon they change the theme 
To higher questions of philology, 



CANTO VL] a man's HEART. 135 

Philosophy, and politics, and war : 

Or how to raise the funds to build a school, 

Or add a trifle to the teacher's dole ; 

Or read the letter in the mom received 

From happy Arthur and his happier bride, 

Sailing in Scotland through the Hebrides. 



When lovers look upon the selfsame flower, 
And feel it beautiful ; upon the sky. 
Glowing with gold and purple in the West, 
Or on the amber splendours of the Morn 
Lighting the landscape, or on starry nights 
Behold, awe-struck, the living Armament 
Ablaze with worlds, reproachful of our pride. 
And feel a pleasure words are poor to speak ; 
How rapturous is the touch of clasping hands. 
And what occult transcendent sjrmpathies 
Glow in the heart, and elevate the mind, 
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And link to God, to Nature, and to Man, 

The spiritfl twain made one by happy Love ! 
Such joy i8 Edith's, sailing in the West ; 

Such joy is Arthur's, pensive at her side ; 

For all the land, magnificently rude. 

With isle, and mountain, and far-stretching sea. 

And musical with roar of waterfalls. 

And murmur of the waves upon the beach. 

Appeals where'er they go, where'er they look. 

To sympathies benign. Away I Away ! 

Through changeful scenes of ever new delight !-* 

On either side the hoary mountain-slopes 

Rise like the Titan fathers of the clime. 

Lovely in sunshine— -beautiful in shade; 

Or in their mantles of majestic mist, 

Lashed by the storms that bellow through the glens. 

Sad as discrownM kings and potentates 

When Revolution surges in the streets. 
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And angry voices roar for Liberty. 
Away ! Away 1 amid the clustering isles, 
Through lonely Mulla's melancholy Sound, 
Where every rock, and crag, and jutting point 
Hath its own legend and sad history 
Of Love or Hate, Ambition or Revenge. 



At every turn, what memories awake ! 
Heroic phantoms shape themselves in cloud-*— 
The spectral forms of chieftains, bards, and kings. 
And mighty patriots of the olden time. 
And wizard voices murmur on the shore, 
Heard of the Fancy — silent to the ear, 
*^ On these blue waves sailed Fingal and his hosts, 
Thronging to battle with uplifted spears : 
On these grey rocks were Haco's warrior-ships 
Battered to fragments : in these straths and glens 
The kilted Gael, with heather in their caps, 
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Raised the loud slogan and ferocious yell, 
As chief met chief in sanguinary feud. 
And here, great Wallace, freedom^s bravest son, 
Made Scotland famous in the ennobling war 
Of Right against the Wrong. Here, deep con- 
cealed 
In wild sea caves, or gullies of the rock, 
Like David, followed by revengeful Saul, 
A desperate and a broken man he lay. 
But never lost his confidence in God, 
Or love for Scotland. — ^Here, in moorlands bleak. 
The dauntless souls, oppressed for Conscience' sake, 
Who held aloft the Bible and the Sword, 
And fought with both, came forth on Sabbath-days, 
*Mid storm and rain, bareheaded to the sky. 
And sang their psalms, with daggers at their hips ; 
Armed to resist, as if their prayers to God 
Were treason to mankind. And here, arrayed 
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By secret summons — at the storm of drum 
And burst of pibrochs wailing on the wind, 
Issued Lochiel, and all the gallant hearts. 
Who, for a name which grief had rendered great, 
And vast calamity had purified 
From taint of ancient Wrong, imperilled Life — 
Fame, Fortune, Honour — ^all that men desire 
To mend a broken sceptre, passed away 
From hands unfit to wield it." 

On, still on. 
Amid such memories, sailed these loving two 
Through Caledonian isles magnificent, 
And fed their eyes on fair sublimities 
And mingling grandeurs of the Earth and Sea. 
Onwards I — still on I To Stafia's echoing cave, 
Cathedral of the Ocean — whose high fane 
Resounds with voices of the waves and winds, 
Chanting for ever holy harmonies, 
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Such as they chanted in Columba's ears 
When first he preached in near lona's isle 
The Gospel of the poor, the sufferer's hope— 
The great new law of Charity and Love — 
A new law still, and little understood 
By warring sects that hate their fellow-man. 
And there they lingered last of all the crowd, 
And in that solemn Temple of the Lord, 
That vaulted Dome, with porphyry pillars huge, 
Not made by human hands, they stood aloof, 
Alone and rmperceived. With one accord. 
They joined their hands in token of their truth, 
And joined their lips in token of their love, 
And said, without a word, in silent thought 
Flashing from eyes more eloquent than tongues, 
" Here we renew the promise of the Past, 
And in the presence of the Livisible, 
In His own Temple, dedicate our lives 
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To Him and to each other." 

Onward still I 
Through Morven and Lochaber, — ^mournful lands, 
Once the abode of brave, true-hearted men, 
But wildernesses now for sheep and deer, 
The appanage of Luxury ; — scarcely trod 
Save by the shepherd's foot, or, rarer still. 
By CroBsus with his gun, or legal drudge, 

Set free from briefs and quirks, and Chancery 

fogs. 
From August till November. On I still on I 

To Ballahulish and its hills austere, 
And wild Glencoe, the saddest spot of ground 
On British soil ; where every mountain-top 
Re-echoes " Murder" when the thimder roars ; 
And the clear Cona, with reproachful voice. 
Croons like a beldam that has known overmuch, 
And hints of crimes too fearful to be told. 
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Where shall they turn? To shady Aviemore 
And green Craigellachie, embowered on Spey ? 
Or to the savage haunts and purple wilds, 
Where great Ben Nevis wraps his waist in cloud, 
And with his bare bald head looks up to Heaven, 
Unmindiiil of the crooked ways of men ? 
They know not well ; but Chance determines them. 
But is it Chance or Fate ? Whiche'er it be. 
They take its guidance, and resolve to rest 
A month at Bannavie : — ^a little space, 
Whence daily issuing they may thread the glens, 
Or row upon the lake— or scale the heights 
Up to the very crown and diadem 
Of royal Nevis. 

Pleasant were the morns 
In those rude solitudes ; — ^pleasant the noons 
When the light breeze on Lochlin's azure breast 
Invited them to sail ; — ^pleasant the eves, 



CANTO YL] a man's HEABT. 143 

With their long twilights, lingering silvery-grey 
To overtake and mingle with the night. 
That scarce was dark enough to know herself 
CJo-regent of the sky, but for an hour 
Between two twilights : pleasant to them both 
Were calm and storm, the sunshine and the shade ; 
For in their hearts were pleasantness and peace. 
Which thence overflowed and sanctified the world. 
They found not Happiness, and sought it not, 
But took it with them wheresoe'er they went; 
As all must do— or know it nevermore I 



So much they loved — so deeply they eiyoyed — 
So warmly praised their northern solitude. 
In frequent letters to the tamer south — 
Edith to Hose, the playmate of her youth. 
And Arthur to his sire, his heart's true friend — 
That ere the Jime had ripened to July, 
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And days had shortened, came three visitors, 
Westwood, and Treror, with his daughter Bose, 
To tread the grassy slopes, to track the streams, 
To breathe the bnxom air of seaward glens ; 
And torn a virgin page of Lifers new book — 
Ready for memory in a future Time. 



CANTO VII. 



LOVE ETERNAL. 
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AH, mountam echoes ! slumbering in the clefts ! 

Never did blither company than this 

Awake your magic voices with their own. 

And fill with gladness the responsive air« 

The mom is young ; the flowers, the grass, the trees, 

And gossamer webs that stretch from branch to 

branch 
Of the red heather or thd golden gorse, 
Are hung with jewels of the nightly dew, 
Which Day, new-risen upon the misty plain, 

k2 



148 A MAN'S HEART. [CANXO VH. 

But old upon the hills, has lighted np, 
As if each droplet were a rolling world 
Set in the distant heavens to catch its beam. 



A careless and a joyous companjr. 
With ponies, guides, and all appliances 
To pass the summer day upon the Ben, 
They start, these friendly five, from Bannavie, 
Clad for the hills, and eager to ascend 
To those serene and barren altitudes 
Where Nevis looks o'er Scotland and the Isles, 
And counts in 'summer eves his subject hills. 



Oh, pleasant mom I and what shall be the 
night? 
The darkest clouds upon the hopeful sky 
Are white as feathers of the seagull's wing. 
And take no light or promise from the day. 
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But give it both. Yet, what shall be the night ? 
They know not — ^think not — ask not — and 'tis well. 



" Nine by the sun, and half-way up the Ben I 
Let toil and hunger, and fresh exercise 
Receive their due reward. Here let us rest : " 
Quoth Westwood to the guides, " This oozing spring 
Bom in the mountain's breast shall yield us drink, 
Dashed with the mountain dew that owes no tax 
To our liege lady on the banks of Thames. 
Display the breakfast 1 " 

On the broad bare stone 
The guides disburthened them of thrifty store 
Of oaten cakes, as sweet as scent of briar, 
Of butter, fresh as mead ere mowers come, 
Of eggs, no older than the summer day. 
And appetite, made keen by upland air, 
Does honour to the simple festival. 
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Boae Treyor, merry as the lowland lark, 
Left &r adown and lilting in the glens, 
Eases her sense of snperabnndant joy 
By music's yoice, as natural to her 
As light to suns, or scent to mountain thyme ; 
And sings till honest Donald and his boys, 
Their guides upon the Ben, in glad amaze 
Declare to one another as they tend 
The ponies browsing near, that neyer yet 
Was mortal yoice so exquisite as this. 

Up I up again I There 'a work that must be done. 
The knees of Neyis may be clad in flowers — 
His waist may wear a girdle of the pine. 
His shoulders may be robed in heath and fern 
But his broad neck and high majestic head 
Are steep and bare — and he who 'd climb, must toil. 

Noon on the mountain I glowing, glorious noon ! 
And they have reached the very topmost top 
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Of Britain's isle ; the crown above all crowns 
Of royal Bens ! Oh, wild sublimities ! 
None can imagine you but those who Ve seen ; 
And none can understand man's littleness 
Who has not gazed from such dread altitudes — 
Upon the world a thousand fathoms down — 
O'er precipice of perpendicular rock, 
Which but to look at makes the brain to reel, 
And fills it with insane desire for wings 
To imitate the eagle far below, 
And free itself of earth I And here they stand, 
Awe-6tricken and delighted ; great, yet small ; 
Great that their souls may dare aspire to God, 
To whom the mountains and the universe 
Are but as dust on the Eternal Shore ; 
Small in the presence of those ancient hills 
Which stood the same, and evermore the same. 
When Abraham fed his flocks on Shinar's plain, 
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And Job beheld Arcturus and his sons ; — 
The same-— the same — and evermore the same— 
Unweeting of the whirl and spin of Time, 
And heedless of the fall of states and kings 
And mighty monarchies, that dared to blow 
Through slavish trumpets the blaspheming boast — 
" The seasons pass^but we endure for ever 1 " 
Where are they now ? Let Rome and Carthage say, 
And Babylon answer, ** Dead, and pass'd away 1 *' 

Upon that topmost height within the shade 
Of the grey Cairn that shields them from the sun. 
Again the board is spread with frugal fare ; 
A banquet earned, and seasoned with delight 
Of genial converse and the flash of minds. 
In great new circumstance unknown before. 

Meanwhile, unnoticed, from the glens beneath 
Uprolls a sea of mist. The wind hath changed ; 
And the fine snow, as sharp as needle-points. 
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Blows in their faces. Mist, thick mist, pours on, 

And so enshrouds them where they sit or stand 

That each to each looms spectral and remote— 

A thing of shadows in a shadowy land ; 

The mountain-top and twenty yards around, 

The only visible earth ; themselves alone 

The earth^s inhabitants. At times a glimpse 

Through drifting clouds that clash against the Ben, 

Unveils the world below : Lochiel's blue wave ; 

And far away a wilderness of hills;— 

And then the pageant passes like a thought, 

And they are shut in Chaos, as before — 

A chaos of upsurging, streaming mist. 

From which they may not stir, if they would 

live. 
For all around are yawning pits and chasms, 
And on one side a precipice of rock. 
Where half-way down the eagle seems a moth, 
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And crags, as lofty as cathedrals, dwarf 

To things scarce bigger than an urchin's toy. 



Three hours amid the mist I The guides alarmed. 
Betray by rapid looks, yet not by words. 
Their growing terror, lest the night should come 
And find them still upon the mountain-top. 
And now the big rain and the whistling hail, 
As large as berries shaken from the bough, 
Bursts from the cloud as from a floating sea. 
And on their shelterless heads and shiyering fonn» 
Pours in fierce torrents. Huddled close as sheep 
When winter snows fall sudden on the fold. 
They crowd together, wrapping thick in plaids 
The tender women. But the drenching storm 
Must work its will : and if it rage till night 
Cannot, with all its fury, harm them more 
Than it hath done in this one gush of Time ; 
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For they are wet as sea-weeds on the rock 
When the full tide comes plashing, roaring in, 
And must endure the evil ; better still, 
They turn it into merriment and joy. 



Six hours amid the storm 1 The mist upclears 
And they behold again the welcome world 
Aroimd them and beneath ; and far adown 
The straggling remnants of the cloudy host, 
Foiled in the assault against the steadfast hills, 
Lag in the valleys, broken and confused. 

But gathering near on level of their sight, 
The anxious guide descries the phalanx huge 
Of clouds with blacker bosoms, lightning-fraught. 
^' Let us descend," he saith ; '< there 's danger near, 

* 

And greatest danger on the mountain-top. 

There 's shelter in the glen ; and one hour's march 

Will bring us to the ponies. Let's away 1 ** 
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They start in resolute haste, the guides in front, 
Arthur and Edith next, linked hand in hand ; 
Then Westwood, Eose, and Tr-evor. Wild and bare 
And dark around them lies the wilderness 
Of shivered rock and gaunt mis-shapen crag. 
Toilsome th^ ascent ; but perilous and slow 
The downward scramble o'er the slippery shale 
That yields beneath the foot. But on they press ; 
For, lo I the gusty rain with fitful whirl 
Beats in their faces, and the lightning-burst 
Illumines heaven with glare blue-venomous, 
Atd. drags behind it in its fiery car 
Th' obedient thunder. Lifting up its voice 
It shouts to all the hills, which answer back 
From cavernous glens and corries far away. 
And, lo I the bolt hath fallen where they stood, 
And with a crash as if the Ben were riven 
To its deep heart, down falls the jutting crag 
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In multitudinous heaps of splintering stone. 

The women shriek in terror ; and the men, 
With fear-white faces and uplifted hair, 
Appeal with eloquent eyes to pitying Heaven 
To shield and save them 'mid the war of storms. 
Then as the coiling echoes die away, 
Press onwM'd, downward, with redoubled haste, 
To reach the shelter where their tethered steeds 
Await their coming. 

Vainly they 'd escape 
The region of the thick tempestuous cloud ; 
For lower down, and filling all the glen, 
The mists have gathered ; and once more they halt, 
Uncertain where to turn, or where to rest. 
The guide, at fault, has wandered irom the way, 
And night is looming. Edith's heart beats high 
With hope and courage ; Rose's faints and fails. 
The men are vigorous, as men should be ; 
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And holding counsel with their high resolvBi 
Weigh all the chances of the mist and stomii 
And how they best shall help their tender ones 
To pass the night in safety on the Ben. 
They sit, they talk, they know not what to do, 
Tet fear no evil greater than the cold, 
When suddenly a vista through the cloud 
Unfolds the lingering splendours of the day, 
Fading in twilight ; and a golden gleam 
Into the darkening landscape &r adown, 
Moimtain, and lake, and many a seaward glen. 
Edith and Bose, as agile and alert 
As dapple fawns that sport upon the hiU, 
Trip lightly forth, like playmates, hand in hand, 
To gaze upon the loveliness beneath, 
Upon the seas of curdling doud and mist 
In mighty masses heaving evermore. 
And deem that never have their eyes beheld 
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A visioii 80 sublime. Entranced they stand, 
Ab angels might have stood on Earth^s fib:^t mom 
Upon the moimtain peaks of Paradise, 
When Chaos, disappearing, trailed his robes 
Of shapeless mist the last time o^er the world, 
That hailed his absence with her brightest smile, 
And leaped to be released* 

But creeping slow. 
Unseen, imnoticed 'mid their ecstacy — 
A cloud that might have covered half the Isle, 
Down sailing from the far-off Northern seas, 
O^er Grampian summits, clad them roimd about 
So densely, that the ground on which they trod 
Became invisible — ^and their outstretched hands 
Faded away into the hungry space. 
And their near &ces disappeared in cloud. 

They called upon the names of those they loved : 
Louder — yet louder still — and heard fai off 
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A &mt response come shattered up the glen. 

« Courage ! ** said Edith ; '^ Courage 1 here we stand 

Until they rescue us. To move is death." 

The other spake no- word, but grasped her hand ; 

And ever and anon they heard far down 

The voices calling them. '^ Oh, sister mine I 

Sister thou art, and more tha^ sisterly — 

Let us be brave. Tis but one dark, cold night, 

And after night the mom. The rising day 

Will clear the blinding mist, and help will come." . 

They sat them sadly down, but scarce had room 
Upon that narrow ledge of shelving rock 
To rest their trembling feet or fevered heads. 
" Courage I " said Edith. " Courage 1" answered Bose. 
'Twas the last word that either of them spake 
In that long night : for sleep, the invincible. 
Best friend of mortals, next to friendlier Death, 
Pressed on the eyelids of the tenderer flower. 
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Unwelcome and unasked, but still benign, 
And drowned her sorrow in unconsciousness. 

Ere mom she woke — and lo I she was alone 1 
And where was Edith ? Brightly shone the sun, 
The earth was limiinous, the mountain-top 
Stood clear and sharp against the bright blue sky. 
And every cot and bothy in the glen. 
Ay, every tree and boulder miles below, 
Was palpably defined : but where was she ? 
Had she, adventurous, braved the pathless wild, 
Or sought the aid of shepherds £rom the farms 
To save her weaker sister ? Ay I no doubt 1 
For she was bold and of a noble heart I 
Alas I alas I that Fate, or Providence, 
Or Doom, or Fitness — ^twin-conceived with Fate 
Ere Earth began her orbit, or the Sun 
Shone in the centre to compel her course. 
Should have decreed that this most innocent life 
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Should be such victim, and that such despair 
Should follow on such superabundant joy 1 

Ah 1 little did they think who all night long 
Mourned for her houseless on that ghastly hill. 
And hoped and prayed for coming of the mom. 
What utter, unimagined miseiy 
One little moment and one step in the dark 
I Might bring to many lives so fondly linked 

By love, and friendship, and sweet sympathy I 



Wakeful — ^impetuous— eager for the dawn, 
That faintly streamed o*er blue Loch Linnhe^s wave, 
Edith had wandered from the ledge of rock, 
To look for aid, that she imagined near, 
Unweeting of the precipice beneath. 
And lost her footing I With one wild, sharp shriek. 
And swiftly as a bird that leaves the cliff 
To sail the friendly air, she reel'd and fell— 
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Down, down, into the treacherous abyss^- 
Tbree hundred fathoms down — ^to certain death. 



It was not till the noon — ^the dreadful noon- 
Glaring and gay as if this thing were not- 
Glaring and staring in its lusty life-— 
That they discovered, in the glen below, 
The lovely body of the loveliest soul 
That ever brought a comfort to the world. 
Or took a joy away in going home 
To that serener world whose door is Death. 
The tender limbs, the white maternal breast, 
Were bruised and mangled by the cruel rock ; 
But it had spared the beautiful bright face 
Which seemed as if th' angelic spirit slept| 
And might awaken yet, if Love would call. 
And Love did call, with wild and passionate speech. 
With frantic gesture and insatiate kiss 
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Upon the clay-cold lips that kissed not back, 

And on the closM eyelids of bright eyes 

That looked not love again— or looked from Heaven. 



For three long months lay Arthur on his bed 
Delirious, raving of the love he *d lost. 
And talking to her in uneasy dreams, 
As if she lived, and sat beside him still, 
An angel at his pillow. But this passed, 
And he recovered consciousness and strength. 
And walked again into the world of men. 
He passed among them, alien to their joys; 
For all his thoughts were coloured by his loss, 
And to his mind, high-wrought by suffering, 
He deemed it sacrilege that he should smile ; 
And selfishness that any scheme of life, 
Wilihout her presence, should be worth his care. 
^ Men have no hearts," he said. ^' Alas I not so; 
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"lis hearty not head, that ravages the world—- 
'Tis heart that makes the misery of hearts. 
And life were happy as a midge's dance, 
If heart ne'er taught ns that humanity 
Is bom in — lives in— -dies in suffering. 



« Since first I lost her, oh, my love's best treasure I 
There hath been darkness on the weary day ; 
A throbbing anguish in the purest pleasure- 
Pleasure ? Ah, no 1 Its fair &ce passed away 
With hers still &irer ; and its glancing robe, 
Mist-woven, vanished from the globe. 
I look upon the light of mom, 
And wonder, utterly forlom. 
How it can break when she' s no longer here ; 
And when the young buds blow, 
Bose-tipped or white as snow, 
There seems a want of Pity in our sphere, 



I 
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That Nature*8 self should not refuse 
The sunshine and the dews, 
When she, her sweetest child. 
So joung and undefiled. 
No longer breathes upon the vernal air 
The fragrance of her unforgotten bloom- 
Lost I lost for erer, in the tomb, 
That never yet had habitant so fair. 



« Gome Daj I Come Night 1 
I note your changes, heedless of them all ; 
For evermore, betwixt you and my sight, 
A sweet face, with a coronal 
Of glory, heavenly bright, 
Looks down upon me, tinting the long hours 
With a celestial paleness. Sleeping, waking. 
Ever I see it; till my eyes drop showers. 
And make the vision brighter by my weeping ; 



i; 



CANTO til] a man's HEAET. 167 

Brighter — ^but still more sorrowfiil to see, 
Except when Night lies gently on my brain, 
And Sleep restores her to my soul again, 
As Death — Sleep's brother — shall in days to be, 
If day be word or thing, in Grod's Eternity. 



'^ Where are my once high thoughts that soared 

sublime, 
My purpose brave; 

The hopeful glow and fervour of my prime ?— 
Low in her grave. 

Most little and most mean appear to me 
All that the world can offer me again. 
Wealth is a froth-bell on a billowy sea. 
And power, and pride, and all the gauds of men. 
Mere tricks and shadows. Were I Earth's sole king. 
To rule all nations by my high behest. 
Nor I, nor they, nor all their wealth, could bring 



168 A man's heabt. [canto Tn. 

My lost belovM liying to my breast. 

Why could I not have known, ere forlli she went 

To that angelic land where she appears 

In her full glory, that she was but lent 

For brief, brief space — a halo 'mid my tears ? 

That in each moment of her perished years 

I might have poured upon her radiant head 

More wealth of Love than ever heart of man 

Poured upon mortal ? Let my tears be shed. 

No one shall comfort me. And no one can. 



" Was she so like an angel in pure guise. 
That thou shouldst take her, ere her time, O Death ! 
To join her sisterhood in Paradise ? 
Or was the earth too balmy with her breath, 
Too radiant with the light 
Drawn from the Infinite, 
And concentrated on her innocent lips, 
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That thou shouldst pass, with this too dire eclipse, 
And rob us of her beauty ? Twas unjust 
To Earth and Heaven to lay her in the dust, 
Ere she had shown us all her wealth of bloom, 
Only to feed the avaricious tomb I 
Lo I Msery, through long days 
Gasps her lean hands and prays 
That on her head may all thy shafts be hurled. 
Lo I Age and Pain implore 
That thou wouldst ope thy door. 
And let them ooze into the painless world ! 
Why pass them? They would bless thy power, 
But mine own sweet and early blossoming flower 
Adcnned the forest, and made bright the place 
Where we beheld her in her youthful grace. 
The poison weeds grow rank, and taint the air. 
While the sweet violets &de, and rose and lily 
fair. 
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« Meihinks the spirits of the sainted dead, 
Whom in their lives we lovedi are with us stilli 
That all around our paths their light is shed; 
Pervading witnesses, who at their will 
Know all we think or do. Let us be pure. 
Let us not give their LnmortaHty 
Reason for sorrow or shame. Let us «idure 
Calmly, though sadly, the all-wise decree 
That took them from us: and instead of flowers 
To strew upon their graves, or tombs high^piled, 
Let us bestow on them unsullied hours, 
And innocent thoughts, and actions imdefiled.** 



X 

i- 



But these were whispers— spoken to himself. 
A deeper purpose settled on his mind, 
A dark presentiment — that he should die 
When he had ended an appointed task. 
" Father," he said, " I feel that I shall live 
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To finish Edith's portrait. When 'tis done, 
I know that I shall die. Nay, argue not ; 
For by an inner consciousness, and yoice 
That seems like Edith's whispering in my mind, 
I know that this shall be." 

And so he wrought 
Daily upon the portrait of his love, 
That grew beneath his hand — a master-piece. 
And oft he'd gaze upon it by the hour, 
Imagining some touch — ^were *t but a hair — 
To add resemblance ; dallying with the smile 
That gleamed upon the lips, or with the glance. 
Soul-speaking, of the pensive full dark eyes. 
He lived but for his picture : that alone 
Had full possession of his mind and heart, 
And every faculty. And when at last 
The work was done, and Art could do no more. 
His mournful prophecy of love and grief 
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Fulfilled itself: and breathing the one name, 
He laid his head npon his father's breast, 
And clasped the sympathizing hand, and died. 



They sleep together, in one humble grave, 
Under the ancient yew that overlooks 
The moss-grown portico of Erlwood Church. 
And thither every mom a maiden comes 
To tend the flowers; and thither every night 
A father strays lamenting for his son. 
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whieh in to preaani » livoijr aeaoiink of what he 
eaw. haapi. and cKil dnrlmt a huUday ran to a 
raialr-VMttad plaae.'' 



" Mr. ElH^ hn« }riren to the pnblio a naCfcTiila- 
able and tnteraatinv n nrlr nponataaaaBignaiiuj 
little known to Kii«liali iiaHuBa."- ~ 
A'mn^fik9 Worid, 



Antiquities of Kertch, 

And Kc'scarches in the CiinniiTiaQ Bospharua. 

By Duncan McPherson^ M.D.^ 

Of the Madras Army, Jf.li.G.S., M.^V.L 

Imi)erial 4to, with Fourteen Plates and numerous Illustrations, 
including Eight Coloured Fao-Similes of Keliques of Antique 
Art. Price Two Guineas. 

" It is a Tolume which deaenre* the rareftd The hook Is got up with great eare axiA tsats. 

aad ri»nns one of the handiiouest 



attention of ever}- student of rlassical aniii(ulW. 
No one can flail to be pleased with a work whic^ 
has BO murh to auract the eye and to (nuliy the 
iowa of beauty and aiqgaa«ja.ia daelgu 



works that have 
recent Ij issued nruui the £nglish press." — 
Miteriteir aacMv. 



Captivity of Russian Princesses in the 

Caucasus. 

Translated from tJie Russian by H. S. Edwards. 

With an authentic Portrait of Shamil, a Plan of his House, and a Map. 

Post 8vo. Price lOs. 6 J. cloth. 



'* A book than wliteb there are fbw noTSIs more I we bare read : It coritatns the bMt popular notloa 

intaraatlng. U Is a romaaea of the Caucaaus. of the sooial poUtj of Shamil aud the manaars of 

Xha aasouut of bib la the hoaw of Shamil |h mil hie people.'*— £aa<f#r. 

WiyS^aafiafirt 



■■>Jl_^!H9 ^ptsr tatni^ toA tit Shamil himaalf we 
t aafiafwjroaa ot tte mprt cartoas 



fte lianattra tai wiU wwft. 



BHITH, X£iDER AVD 00. 



The Autobiography of Leigh Hunt. 

Revised by Himself) with addifional tSi^tera "by his Eldest Son. 

One YiA^ poet iva, mi^ a Boctnut engraved on Steel irum an On^iDftl 

Drawing. Price 7s. 6d. ckit^. 

Life of Schleienmacher, 

As unfolded in hia Atitobiograpky and Letters. 

TVanslated from ike Gemtan i^ Frederica Rowan. 
Two vdiE^ pott fivo, niA. PoctnuS. Fiit» One Gooaei, tHatii. 

Shelley Memorials. 

Edited Inf Laiy Shelley. 

Second Edition. In one voU, post Siw. Price 7». Gd. cloth. 

"W« wfllcomB tba nmeiit blornphj. rt pn- 
■uti slmllBT iDoa rnnTa wM nntfarriaaatvUiuH 
who ksw liliD )taA,"—At1itiumtm. 
Icntu unA, tbb iDatOBiitB af thB 9iBt*i ianflr: 
«Bd ihfcgMQeoBM . ■rtoT, —J tr aihfnnw of 

■-Tliavniaiii htatnvWVTOMati SkeOn to HI. 



ttduu omiJMio rum ■xuwAunABnB- 



The Life of Charlotte Broate 

^CkucoEB Bell). 

Autlujr of "Jane Eyre," " Shirley," " Villette," &c. 

Bf Mrs, Gnakett. 

Author of"Horth and South," &c. 
Fonrtfa edition, revised, one vol., with a Portrait of Miss Brontti 
■and » View trf Haworth Parsmwge, Price Is. Gd. ■; morocco 
alagact, lis. 

- Sn. OukDll-s itBoiai at clivlciiH iJniuU I MguBUuS^tCsmw-tki 



WORKS rUBUSIIED BY 



^iOQnjfJxjl— continued. 

Life of Lord Metcalfe. 

Bi/ John William Kaye. 

N(^w EditioQy ia Two vols., post 8vo, with Portrait Price 12«. doth. 



**A work whleh ot^iplM the highest rank 
» none blucraphios of tbu groftt mitu of modem 

"The new (-dirton oontalnv iif>w matter of the 
Btmoet value and inlprrit."— cWf jr. 

"l>ne or tiie rnont «aliiubla bitMcraphiea of the 
pr«>Mnt dajr. This retiaod eaiiiun haa aeveral 
nmh paaaajcesoT hi^ interest, now flrat Inaerted 
vntm amonk Lord Mt* tcairu'n papem, lu which hiM 
•tear preacience of the duuKer* tliat threatened 



our Indian empire ia remaiteblF aliowii.**— JBea- 

"Thia edition la reriaed wttlieare and ipdoMM. 
Xr. Kaje has Jndioloualy set forth Lord Mataallb'it 
▼lews of the Inseenrity of oar Tm«h^» empire." 
-Glob*. 

** A mueh improved edltton of oaa of tha moet 
intereatlna poHiloal MoKraptatea la ~ 
Utorature/*— ^a<ioiM< Review. 



>o« 



Life of Sir John Malcolm, G.C.B. 

Bf/ John William Kaye. 

Two vols. 8vo, with Portrait. Price 36«. cloth. 



** The hiOKraphy ts replete with intereiit and 
liiformattoa, deaenring to be penmed by the stn> 
dent of Induui hiatury, and sure to recommend 
ttnelf to the aeneral reader."— it/A^amtm. 

"One of the must ititerestlnK of the recent 
bioaraphies of our great Indian statesmen."— 
/fotioiuil Rtview. 

" TliiB book deserves to participate in the popu- 



larity which it waa the aood fbrtona off Hr John 
Maleolm to9njoy."—Bd{nburffh M ev Um , 

** Mr. Xajre'e biography is at onoe » ooatritation 
to the history of our ponoy and domtnkm ta the 
East, and a worthy memorial of one uT those wise 
and large-haarted men whoae enei 
dple have made Bnglaud great.'*— J 
terlg Review, 



The Life of J. Deacon Hume. 

Bf/ the Rev. Charles Badham. 

Post 8vo. Price ds, cloth. 



" A maaterly piece of biographical narrative, i in oar literature, peculiarly flill of beautiaa, and 
To minute and conscientious industry in search- ! peculiarly ft'ee from ttmVM.'^—Atiae, 
1 ng out fkets. llr. Badham conjoins the atinc- 
tions of a graceful style and a kincere liking for 
the task he has in hand. He has produced one of 
the most useful and Judicious biographies extant 



" It is well that the world's attentton ahonld Vt 
called to sueh a man, and that the partAeuhura of 
his character and eareer should be preaarved la a 
' biography."— S^Mctotor. 



The Life of Mahomet 

And History of Islam to the Era of the Hegira. 

By William Muir^ Esq., Bengal Civil Service. 

Volumes 1 and 2. 8vo. Price 325. cloth. 



"The most perfect life of Mahomet in the 
English language, or perhaps in anyothor. . 
Tno work is at once learned and interesting, 



in the | it oannot Ihil to be eagerly perused hsr aU peraoaa 
. . . . I having any pretousious to historioal knowledice.** 
ing, and I —Obterver, 



The Autobiography of Lutfullah, 

A Mohamedan Grentlcman; with an Account of his Visit to England. 

Edited by E. B. Eastwickj Esq. 

Third Edition, small post 8vo. Price 5*. cloth. 



that 



This Is the fteahest and most original work 
I it haa been our good fcnrtune to meet with lc«r 



^'^^g. It bean every fraeeof being amost genuine 
wmnt or tlie Ibwnga and doings of the author. 
■MUWiJa hj no means an ordlnaiy speeimen of 
I T»ot."'^Beonomi»t. 



" Head fifty volumes of travel, and a fhooaaBd 
Imitations of the Oriental novel, and jrou will not 
get the flavour of Eastern llfie and tluM^^ or tte 
seat of its romanee, so perflectly as In lAlniIlak*8 
book."— Xeod«r. 



I 



8SUTH, ELDBB AND CO. 



WORES OF HS. KUSEDT. 

The Elements of Perspective. 

With 80 Diagrams, crown 8vo. J'ricc 3s. 6d. cloth. 

tvj FiOaa Lti % tram h nearw unroAfililiiv Iba of ■ahwjfc l»i« In rww winwi ia n i n i o»tlM til] 

-idsot or K wkiuUt tK4Hu hi «au t>« raiiti»Hd PHb Tta« rvlaa iv« urund In ft nhort vutik 

audilaiiay olUi a* oUnl at nrwHul con- bAIiiiI fon, vUsk wlOa IsMllifHa u •» 

rilBUHa. Hd Mtn WW or Uudlni Oh Mni awU i— l iafr ■aTwm* In uMafawrMn 

inirpiiHiEauld, *cbeliiMisk»tiiB«Bii>uBdtliiii —ugatr. 

UKiruIIr. Ruakln lii|iiiaioiul7 d[Kiii>Brad ud inwrtiUlCBtvlUam 

ii> Hire parapmrlva tmUHDi or > oiiDplaitiii An S l*t WtrA 
lirtnlBT IMn lie onttmrj niioi will rtmOi. Out lo "To lhep™|MlMJ «Jido 

The Elements of Drawing. 

Sixth Thousand, crown tivo, with Illustratlona drawn by the Autbor- 
Price 7s. 6d. cloth. 

SlM a iMnriilriiSM»."^ijt»tw. -OriniiiiiiuthiiUuiUalLttaiiwiiriiitabe 

^W<*»llilikiiiikwttli>fHUuiMt,lkoaab >t ohm UuEnuHia ud tivntVmr-UItnrr 

((■itSinUliKngliBinliwiUigat mil work ui "TK< moat auTnl ud jmstlHl book od ih 

•MUHL^^^Unms. ■nUostwUelikH«nreDiiieaiiiliiroiiri»u«."— 

"RwUktlDndiiminlr u tnnhHMg neqiil- nwt. 

•mu (Jua MudiBt, tataiinuUo noainatntoitTg 

Modem Painters. 



VoL III. OF MANY THINGS, with Eighteen niostritionB drawn by ll.e 
Author, and engraved on Steel. Price 38*. doth. 

Vol. rV. ON MOUNTAIN BEAUTY. Imperial Sto. with Thirty-Bve DIiw- 
trationa engcared on Steel, and 116 Woodcntt, drsirn by the 
Author. Price 3^ 10*. cloth. 



nUiUoMnpiIinualitMddciiliivliitnHtuil ilatlSnat Umiic. 

•MUDCinUulBan*'— Jh-JtulQllHrlcrllCn-lnD. '"nuiwarkli emlaFallJ •un«Elic,rull dTueh 

"Mr.^buUn'iworkwIUaFDd UMBUnuriuDn tliinuriiu. or brtUtuil dourlpUiuii of HOBDiy. 

wUlk>nila*diiilni,Hi<Bn«wlBlnniTlUUu'n pluiBlm tbalnt nink u modecn vrlun uinjii 

Xta^>M#>Jf«u«w ^ .__ _^_ -IfefiKiiikiMSiuiitllr. aaikui-i itabotWF 

or S&3S*iJilmS*SSoSS>;JTO^ KmS"l^BWoM!£ffiS«'ir'SS3?iBtoi 

VH^i kiIbbo oftUorUwi or rtlhnv^^i win Wpvuin vs unn t^ia mounLsJiu aad UmIt 

Hnj. .rnniMng ih»t li tof Mm la flww ■&««.■• So»^ iwpnHnUtkia. Tho itngnlir taHtr of 

"g/jjMHk iJ to MMri n B o( a^wud swwiniiT^liHKKUiajgSTiiSDn or hli lUnnn- 

n> fUdumtaJ ' Una ; " "nS or )E?'£wU ™iJHiiUan3S^i%ualruad°%aiD&ili*ttauili 

r«Tenu« IDr f Uut an>i>n la hLia beanfirul la tbi mou Hmark^hle which Ur. Uiukln baa lol 

and ^itf. Hl> aOle !^ aa oinal, alav\ boU, mO'. Imllld. TbagUaa and woodeuM ara grama*. anil 

■ u™li^?'^TO''lB&dll' "Bf "ih*"'' '" 'WI»"«'Iil*»i^K^ u'aatSa'nafMk 



s^'^ss^ixiS; 
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Jlr^t — contin ued. 

WORKS OP MR. RUSKIX— co/i/i/iMef/. 

The Two Patlis : 

Being I^-ctiircs on Art, und its rululioii to MuDuiactures and 

Decoration. 

Ono vol., crown 8vo, "witli Two Stool Engravings. Price 7«. (jd. cloth. 

" Tlifl inptntnit of the title of tlitn Niok U. that i fdn iit rloquancp which hiu no mfttariallj wmtri- 
tharvMiw two oiiiirMii o«cn t» thr iirttHt. one of ' bHi^io nicmikhofd rn.nritJnn " fl^wi. 
whieii wtUlftulliimt(>«lltli-«tlaiiolil«inHrt,Hiid ~ *" 

will Inaideiitallv usalt hU morml nntarr; »'»itle 
llM otber will 4atM-ior«tB tal« wuiii and taitip to 
tkfow obaliioloa in tlM way nf hi* intlivtiinal 
mnrallry. . . . Thej- all eontaln nrniif n««hil 
41ati«MCl4MMi, aoni* rvnmHiii. and Taloahle anmaa- 
iluaa, and are evi-ry where lit up with tliot rIow of 



Ttie ' Two Blithe * oontnine mndh etoqaant 4b- 
pniptlon. vlnam fn a elearUant •ome fbiautl— -er 
neKlfHi&dil trathe. and. like ril Wr.HmMn** toaki. 
te eminently «iigiie»tlTe."-'£iterM*y OmutU. 

" Tlrte hiHik Ih well oalnulaied to enooarage tka 
hnmbleit wiirlier, and stinialate Mia 4o -tflMIe 
einirt."— J>«rfer. 



The Stones of Venice. 

CompUto in Tlirte Volumes, Impci'ial 8v«>, with Fifty-three Plates and 
numerous Woodcuts, dnivvn bv the Author. Price 5/. 15*. 6rf. cloth. 

EACH VOL L' ME HAY BB HAD fIBPABATBLY. 

Vol. T. TIIE FOUNDATIONS, with 21 Plates. l'riceS/.2«. 2ndBditiMi. 
Vol. II. TIIK SEA STORIES, with 20 Plates. Price 2/. 2*. 
Vol. ill. THE FALL, with 12 Plates. Price \l \U. 6c/. 

"The * Stonee of Venter ' in the vrotlnrtlon Dfati ) 

frtmrat, rdiscioiu, pruftn'selve, and iufur:nod mi ml. | 

Tlie autlkor of lUte eeuy ou aruhitpctiirw hue euu- , 

deneodltinlo a puotlo appreh-iuiiuii, the ft-uitof I 

;iwe of God, and (lpUi;ht in imtiirr : u lcnowled((i>. ■ 

luve, rtnd Just tmliinato of art; a lioldiux faat to . 

Ihut and repudiation of heareey; an hiMtoric > 

tirpiidth. and a ft*»rkiis clialU'iige ofoxlMtlnK social . 

prublcniti, \ihoir union uu iinun' not wherutuflud ; 
paraUlclw."— ^fpj.t'afor. 



" Thie book 1e one whieh, perhaps, no ( 

eoulil hare written, ami one for whloh 

oiiirht io be mud will be thankful. It to in tke 
hiKiieiit defcree eliiqurut, acuta, ■tliniilellm to 
tliuQifht, and fertile in MUlseation. It wUL W* 
are eonriucvd, elevate taate and lat^llMt, tan 
the tune of mui-al fcelinR, kindle " 
toward* men. and iooreaae tbe Vmps 
Ood.">-2'JM««. 



of 



The Seven Lamps of Architecture. 

Second Edition, with Fourteen Plates drawn by the Author. Iixi|^. 8ifx». 

IVioc 1/. Is, cloth. 



" By * Tlio Rnven LamtM of Amhlteotnre.* 
undemtand Ur. lUieklu to mi>an the Sovou tunda- 
moTftnl and cardinal laws, the oboerrance of and 
<tbcdl«nco ti> whieh aiv indiapoaenbleto the archi- 
tect, who wuuld deserve the name. The pulitician. 



the moralist. the divine. %rt1I And in it ample store 
of instroetive matter, aa well oa the artist. 'The 
author of this work Iwlonflps to a class of thinkers 
of whoB wo have too Dbw amongst ub."— 
JS^asitaar. 



Lectures on Architecture and Painting. 

With Fourteen Cuts, drawn by the Author. Second £ditk>u, crown Svo. 

Price ^s. ed. cloth. 



**1Ck. Bnakin*s lectures— elooaent, graphic, and 
imp— loPod-'OXposiaK and ridiculiiig lomo of the 
vlees or our presem system of building, and 



" We conoaiTe it to be impossible thataajr-tatel- 
I ligent persons could listen to the laoiaraa^liiMr- 



eiottlnKhlshearersbyetronf motlroBOfduTy and i and h-om the general pn^oaltioaa laUl 'dofpn, 
VlsasuTe to attend to anlttaecnre— are Tcry aithout an elevatinii Inflaanea and an aronaiiii 



eti eanaiffaL"— .laoaoarfrt. 



enthudaam."— ttipeetafor. 



The Political Economy of AxL 

Price 'is. -Gd. •cloth. 

**A merit aM«,-a1ofaeat, and well-ttmed waric. I recommend this little volnme.lfka aUMi alhei 
We has It wttkaatisfiiotlon, thiaktayit ealoulatad worics, to the perusal of oar irsfiiia" "ntmmimiwt 

"This book, dring.aa It Is, gtoneaa Hmfli -at 
principles, of which aoaie are wmoswr tha artMes 
or annewteu^B. while othm ate af ■ Wa B- a toarty 



to do moBli praettoal good^and wesurdiaily 
mend It to ear readers."*- WUmtm. 

"We Mser qnit Mr. Anskln wtthoot betas the 
better fhr what he has told us, and thantoa we 



to the liBiu^'^-^to«cl«r. 



8UITU, £U>KB AJift OO. 



Expositions of St. PauFs Epistles to 
ihie Corinthians. 

B}/ the late Um. Fred. W. BiAertam, 

One thick Yolnme, poot 8ro. Frioe lOa. «rf. tjbfA. 

Mr. flatorMDII mr iMwBWt hula hM (unit. M am onwoFILff nf -tfcw M«fc ijiain il ^li 
orl^iluUI/ wbkcb «b BxpcDb la BVUf lUns tlul ■ Hob fgr Ika vrltor," 

Sermons : 

5^ ;/(« laie Rev. Fred, W. Robertson, A.M., 

Incnmbent of Tnnt^ Cbiq)el, fiijg^tton. 
FIBST SERIES.— Seventh Sdition, post 8*0. Prioe 9s. okMlt. 
SECOND SERIE6 — '^eventli Eduioa Price Os. cloth. 
THIRD SEBIEb —Fifth Edition post 8vo, with I'orliait. Price 9a. 
cloth 




Quakerism, Past and Present : 

Being SB Inquiry into the Caufiea of its QebUne. 

Bi/ John S. Rowntree. 

TmcSvo. Prkse.ijs. oletJi. 

*,* This Easay gwned 'Ate Yitst Prise df (hie Hundrud Guineas 

offered -ibr the beet Ea^ oa the Babjcct. 

The Peculium : 

An Essay oa the -Cousot «f the Declkte of the Society of Fricnda. 

^ Tlkomets Hancock. 

PoBt 8to. Price 5s. diMh. 
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On the Strength of Nations. 

Bif Aridrew Bissetj M.A. 

Post 8vo. Price 9*. cloth. 



" We ean nafeljr reoommend the peruaal of this 
work to all who have not maturely ooiu^dered the 
Muluect. It will eet them tblnklng in the right 
iincUoa."— Daily \'ew$. 

" Prequfnt eonciirrence with him. and general 
pjrmpathjT wilh hiii Tiews, i>ven where we do nut 
aeoept hie prinelplea, dlepoee aa to reoummend 
Mr. BlMet'e book for peruHal."- spectator. 

"Mr. Biaaot haii dealt with Uim imporUuit 



•uUeetinaway that will be equally aoeeptabk 
to the eeholar and the tnie eoouomiat.'*— Ifem* 
ina Star. 

'* We commend moat heartily Mr. BImiM's abk 
roXam^/'—Kxaminer. 

"A work exliilitting conHiderable reaeareh: 
many of the author'a Tlewe will be fonnd eurreet, 
and valuable at the present moment.'*— Xtt«rwfy 
(Jautte. 



Social Innovators and their Schemes. 

Bj/ William Lucas Sargant. • 

Post 8vo. Price 10«. 6d. doth. 

" Mr. Sargant has written a very useAil sketch, i this merit that eonstitutes the apeeial value «»f 
lIlH book is Impartial, pleasantly written, and I Mr. Sanraut's book. His views are senalble siul 
fxortllently arranged."— iSuCitrc/ay Bevicv. '■ aound, they are brought forward olearly Middis- 

" It has the merit of going deep into the subject passionatdy, with quiet vigour and telBatfuhu- 
niatter at one of its most vital points ; and ft is I tration."— Press. 

Lectures and Addresses. 

Bjj the late Rev. Fred. W. Robertson. 

Post 8vo. Price Is. 6cJ. cloth. 



" These lectures and addresses are marked by 
the same qualities that made the author's ser- 
mons so Justly and so widely popular. They 
manifest the same earnent. liberal spirit, the 
ardent love of truth, the lucid eloquence, the wide 
sympathy, and singleness of pwriHi»e."—LU. Oae. 



" They throw some new light on tbe eimsUtB- 
tion or Bobertson's mind, and on the direction in 
which it was unfolding ituit."—S€UurdamBtoier. 

" In these addresses we are ffladdenad liy rare 
liberality of view and range or aymp«thy Mldb' 
expressed."— DoUy Telegraph, 



The Education of the Human Race. 

Nowjirst Translated from the German of Lessing. 

Fcap. 8vo, antique cloth. Price 4«. 

"An agreeable and flowing translation of one ; " This invaluable tract."— CViffc. 
of Lessing'sflnest Essays."— i\ratioMa< £tfm«tr. "A little book on a great subject, and one which. 

"The Kssay makes quite a gem in Its English in its day, exerted no slight iufluenoe upon Buxo- 
foTm."'-We»tmin»t€r Revietc. I poan thought."— Jit^irer. 

WiUiam Burke the Author of Junius. 

By Jelinger C. Sym^ns. 

Square. Price 3«. 6rf. cloth. 



"A week's reflection, and a second reading of 
Mr.Symons's book, have strengthened our con- 
viction that he has proved his ctkxe."^ Spectator. 

'• By diligently comparing the letters of Junius 



with the private correspondence of Bdmniid 
Burke, he has elicited certain pwrallel paaaages 
of which it IB impossible to evade the alcal- 
fiiataioa."— Literary Qatette. 



The Oxford Museum. 

By Henry W. Acland, M.D.j and John Ribskin^ A.M. 

Post 8vo, with Three Illustrations. Price 2«. 6d. cloth. 

" Bvery one who cares for the advance of true • " There is as mooh signifleanoe in ^e oooaaien 
learning, and desires to note an onward step, ] of this little volume aalnterestln the bookitMLr.** 

'Spectator, 



should buy and read this little volume.*^— a^ont- 
ImgBtraid, 



SMITH, ELDER AND CO. 13 



Jndia and ih (&mi 

Christianity in India. 

R/ John William Kaye. 

8vo. Price I65. cloth. 

** Mr. Ktfa has written a history of the develop- and graeeftil pen, and ie not weariaomebr minute. 

n.ent orohrietianity in India hy aU its ageiMiee bnt Jodidousfy dl8eriminative.*'-Afik«iMBiMi. 

and all its manifestations. . His whole ** Mr. KKre*s is, in many respeots, an able book^ 

nMrmitive is eloquent and inftyrming. and he has nnd it is Uketar to prove a very uaeflil one. Mr. 

fucaln made a valoahle use of his great oppor- Kaye is not only most instructive from his flsmi- 

tdnities and indisputable talents, so that his book liarity with all points of detaU, but he seea and 

will probably beoome a standard authority."— Judges everything as it was seen andindged br 

Timet. ^ ^ ^^ ^, . * ^_. « JfeJ^!?** ■tatesmen wIkmo wisdom has madto 

'*1%e anthor traces the history of Christian Brittshgovemmentpossiblein India."— Aiewdoy 

Missions in India from their earliest commence- Betiew, 
ment down to tiie present time, with a light 

District Duties during the Revolt 

In the North- West Provinces of India. 

By H. Dundas Robertson^ Bengal Civil Service. 

Post 8vo, with a Map. Price 95. cloth. 



" To an who desire InterestinK information on 
India we commend this ^o\wait.**—Ath«H<eum. 

" An exceedingly valuable book, of vital intere*t 
tn the empire oTBrltaln in the Bast."— /I2««erate(i 
Sen>9 of the World. 



expresfcs them with point and clearness, on 
many disputed questions connected with the 
revolt."— ^Mmomw^ 

•■ " Few men have such a tale of hardship, en- 
durance, and peril to relate, and few men are 



*' Mr. Bobertson has opinions of his own, and I better calculated to do it J u8tice."—jrorM<ivPPst. 

Narrative of the Mutinies in Oude. 

By Captain G. Hutchinson^ 

Military Secretary, Oude. 
Published by Authority. Post 8vo. Price IO5. cloth. 

Campaigning Experiences 

In Rajpootana and Central India during the Suppression of the 

Mutiny in 1857-8. 

By Mrs. Henry Buherly^ 

Author of a " Journal kept during the Russian War." 
Post 8vo, with Map. Price 10«. 6e/. cloth. 



**Mr8. Dnberly has produced a verr readable 
and even amusing volume. Indeed, it is not easy 
to lay it aside when once opened, and there oan 



be little doubt that it will attain a eonsiderable 
circulation."— PreM. 

"Mrs. Duberly'B •Campaimiing Bxperiences 
is a pleasant, chatt j, little volume."- mMe. 



Papers of the late Lord Metcalfe. 

By John William Kaye. 

Demy 8vo. Price 16«. cloth. 

* We commend fhtavotama to all persons who | apeenlaUTe aagaeitjr of a phikaoakkMl afta^s- 
liketo studjr State mmts, in wUeh^ nraetteal man. No laSaa librafx •hmMrwMMfllL* 
seaMoT a man oTtEe world U Jotaedto the | — Prsst. -- ^ 



WORK« PtrBLIBllBD BT 



Personal Adventures 

During the Indira Rebellion in HoHilcnnd, Fntt^glmr, and Otide. 

Bi/ W. Edwardt, Esq., B.C.S. 



Fourth Kditgon, post 8va I'riee fi«. clotb. 




A Lady's Escape from Gwalior 

During die ^utanUftof iSbl. 

By Mrs. floopkmd. 

Poat 8vo. Price 10«; ^d. 

" ApMiLOBWulahedtal*. MaisDwilBplaat I "Th»Mrttaf Uil»>Bi*l»tl «-l»»tfc_. , , Jt 

The Crisis m the Punjab. 

_R/ Frederick II. Cooper, Esq., C.S., Umritsir. 
Post 8vo, with Map. Price 7a. Gd. cloth. 

S'*r ""'^•''"■^''^' '^^^ I ''^ ■"" -™' "* ""^ "^ -"""•■■- 

Views and Opinions of Gen. Jacob, C.B. 

Edited Im/ Captain Lewis Pelly. 

Demy 8vo. Prioo 12t. elath. 

British Kmie: m India. 

£^ Harnei McatAnean. 

Sixth, Thouwnd. VricajSo. fi^dotli. 

Or.aiuolDsliaiilDlliaJlitatQir it BriiMi laill& 



SMTTH, BM^BB AND- Ca 
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India mi. t&4 (Bmi—conMrmed. 
The English in Western India: 

Being the Early History of the Eactory at Sural^ of Bombay. 

By Philip Anderson^ A.M. 

Second Edition, 8yo. Price. 145. cloth. 



" Qmdn^ omioas, and amusing, this wilave 
desoribes, from old manuscripts and oMaenrt 
books, the life of English mercliants in an Indian 
HtMMtiOiM flreah and aBUiainSfSOMtn 



an hearing on events and charaotera of hislorical 
importanae."— ^tA«juBt(M. 



life io Aocieat Indta. 

Rff 3hs. Spietr. . 

With Sixty Illustrations by G. Scharf. 
8^«a Price 15^., elegantiy bound in cloth, g^lt edgem 



«ilV?[5^**2!HI ttf^/I?* ^^JS^ SSSr ^ 5Jw ! spell* ; in which he wilT lllid- the ttoiy told in 

The P^i?seea: 

Their History, Religion, Manners, and Custoniji. 

^ Ihsmkhoy Fromqpe. 

Post 8vo. Price 10s. cloth. 



" Our author's aoeount of the inner lift of the 
Parsees will be read with interest."— .0(Nlifi/«o«. 
"A very curious and wdl-wrtt(ttii baok, bv&i 
oung Parsee, on the dtamiers and' oottoms of 
is own raoe.'*— i^otionaj B^igw, 



I 



"An aeoeptable addition to onr Uteratnre. It 

glTe% information, wiich nam vm be glad to 
a«B oarefftlbwattierad tqis&er. waA formed into 
ashapeqr wndM."— JSwnomitC. 



Tiger Shooting in India. 

2ddi BiMnbay NX 

Super-royal 8vo. With Tweli^e Plates in Chromo-lithography. 

10«. 6(f. cl(»1ii. * 

"'*B»ie a Om t m e a , toM in haadtome laKge 
print, with spirited ohromo-lithographs to illus- 
trate them, make the vokune before us as pleiMant 



reading as aoy leeori of aMftinr aaktasi 
we have ever taken in hand/'— ilM0MnHn» 



Indian Scenes and Characters 

By Prince Akms Soilffkoff. 

Sixteeic Plates in. Tiated Lithogn^Iiy, ipitk^Desoriptions. 

Bffited by S. B. SA3TwiflaE^ £«|ii S.a;S* 

Golombier folio. Prmtv, 10^. ; proofs (only Fifty Copies pnnted\^ tS«^ 



:ri WORKS rUBUSHED BT 
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t 



JtHual and Jfttlilarg. 

England and her Soldiers. 

By Harriet Martineau. 

With Three Plates of Illustrative Diagrams. 1 vol, crown fl 

price 98. cloth. 



" The pnrpoM with which MIm Xartln«Mi haa 
"* littcB about EnRhuid and her aoldien l* piireljr 
praetleal. and eoaaliy ao U the manner In whtoh 
«he has treated tne enhject. Thrre la not In her 
H hole TOlnme one Hne uf inrectlvi* asalnat Indlvl- 
•iiiala or olaaaea. NoeandMreMrlernandenj' that 
thla ellbrt haa been made opportnndj, ahljr, and 
dl ■rreetljr."—aper/af or. 

" The book la remarkable fur thn clear, roropre- 
lifriHWe wajr In which the anhJect la treated. 
i:r<-»t eredit la due to Mlaa Marttiiean for harlnv 
•«i •■urapactljr, ho spiritedly, with ao much truth uf i 



detail, and at the aame time ao mnoh for 
the matter before the public In this in 
and well-timed ^iAvun^*'—Skippitur amd 
tiU Oatette. 
" Mlaa Martlnean haa worked oat he 

Falthftal In rlaet and rieh In auff mstloii 

even ua In thla Tolnme a very viUtuibla 
our preaent atore of knowledge aa t\u 
and condition of the Orimeaa troona.**- 



Narrative of the Siege of Delhi. 

Bff the Rev. J. E. W. Rotton, 

Cliaplain to the Delhi Field Force. 

Post 8vo, with a Plan of the City and Siege Works. 

Price 10«. M, cloth. 

'The Chaplain's Narrative' is remav 



•A simple and touching atatement, which beara -^...... - .,„..-.„« .» rcma* 

the Impreaa of truth In erery word. It aappUea Ita plcturea of men in amoral and relifrim 

^«>me of thoae peraonal anecdote* and minute darlnff the Droftreas of a harnaalM i 

•tftnila which bnnff the cvonta home to the under- when suddenly atrlcken down bjr the i 



atrlcken down by the c 

dlaca»e."-iyj>0tfrafor. 



The Defence of Lucknow : 

Bif Captain Thomas F. Wilson^ 13M Bengal i\ 

Assistant Adjutant-General. 
\ Sixth Thousand. .With Plan. Small post 8vo. Price 2«. ( 

Hie 8taff*Oinoer brlnn home to na. bj hli 
the nature of that tinaercronnd contest. i 
reault of which the fate orthe beleagoOTea 
eapeclaUj depended."— fxata^ntfr. 



" The Staff-Offlcer'a Dlanr if simple and brief, 

i find haa a apeolal interest, fnaamnoh aa it Rivea a 

I fuller account than we have elsowhere seen of 

thone operations which were the chief bumaa 

means of salratlon to our fMeuds in Lnoknow. 



Eight Months' Campaign against 
Bengal Sepoys during the Mutin^ 

1857. 

jB^ Colonel Oeorge Bourchierj C.B. 

Bengal Horse Artillery. 
With Plans. Post 8vo. Price 75. 6rf. cloth. 

Pol. Bourchler deaorlbea the rarious opera- I "CoLBonrchier has glTcn a right mai 
iH with a modeat. fbrgetfUlneaa of wuf, aa I and fbrolble statement of erents, andth 



tioMH with 



pleakins and an rare as the elear manly style in | will deriTe mneh pleasure and inatnurti 
whiabtlief are narrated."— i^efraryOortffre. I his pa«et."~^M0fMniflK 




SMITH, ELDER AND CO. 17 

Annals of British Legislation : 

A Clasafied Summary of Parliamentary Papers. 

Edited by Leone Levi. 

The yearly issue consists of 1,000 pages, super-royal 8vo, and the 
Subscription is Two Guineas, payable in advance. The Thirty- 
fiflh Fart is just i.^sued, commencing the Third Year's Issue. 
Vols. I. to IV. may bo had. Price il. 4s. cloth. 

relMtiw to tfiQ vvXAo liiialiH*! nf tin otniitn. 
file Htim WILL Wn. w1i1l« qenumtkinu at mnm div. 
it n be quilntaLned \n lEt oLd vav u kMj »ud v 

A Handbook of Average. 

With a Cliapter on Arbitration. 

By Manley Hopkiiu. 

Second Edition, Revised and brought down to the present time, 
8vo. Price 15s. cloth; 17s. 6d. half-bound law calf. 

Manual of the Mercantile Law 

Of Great Britain and Ireland. 

^ Leone Levi, Esq. 

8vo. Price 12s. cloth. 

^1^ Uw|o^iott^olBo 
■up«rnuoiiiiii bon4."— JtlACd 

Laws of War 

Affecting Commerce and Shipping. 

^ H. Byerly Thomson. 

Second Edition, greatly enlarged. 8vo. Price 4«. Gd. boords. 
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Si^- 



Against Wind and Tide 

Si/ Holme Lee^ 

Author of " Sylvan Holt's Daughti 

"TmiWiptattoll wWet'lUtM«Sr«nd«'.iia ■— 

' Mnn «<«■• Duoktcr won for llwlr »uIhor 
^kSSSS? mrolfi?'^^ Mwlf Jof tad 
vMnfram llie anaB^"— jrpnm^ Arrofd. 



MMjlV^/'tti oiiB'migr''lie fcuS " 



^^XSaTi' 



rMrU Jet pflrTHl 



The Cousins' Courtship. 

By John R. Wise. 

Two Tola, {Now rea^. 

' HI'S Wl" 'u-'™* P° ■ doa»lli'» O-iu-l- 



Mai A toM. ut ( wmi^Ajito w^iu lie. 



)lLBilllonorp"rioua]Biii«fipi«i(it Itr. fflM 
■ iFly lay cfiuiii lo the^i^lt^ urtd tnd 



The Fool of Quality. 

By Henry Brooke. 

New and Eeviscd Edrtion, with Biographical Preface by the Rev. C. 

EiHQSLET, Rector of Everslej. 

Two vols, post 8vo, with Portrait of the Author, price 21s. 

"If lhB*Pool of Qnalllj'be psnued nltli K' I dT an acoomTi^Bhed aantleniBji and a Hlncore 
f'^rniHW Kcllie puriod at whioti ft was tf rltfn^b . phUanthropSqi, nhou life wa« d«voHd to efForu 

Phantasies : 

A Taerie Romance for Men and Women. 
By George Macdonald. 

Post 8»o. Price lOs. M. cloth. 

*'Ilie workli odv vblcti vtU fWin aaonrot or I delloat? per«i>tl<i]i of tbc tilddenciDollDumor tbA 
fqnealiiB mAtnf (D mADr. El la npletq with tool, with ItLOBilit, (uul with ^dsal ferutli. 7%b 
wud ImanTT, ilrmiuB dlihti of ttoDj, and 1>h.U' itorr li in Itaot a jmritliLe— « aUcfforr of hmun 
.nf^a«'tp^Hv dTiib'"'*-''-'!*^ ni>0mii«. l>re,1u HioTtattaiu aad 1M ■orrmn."— tfiwr T 

"TA*«1id(biiak1i <TullD(it wits Eoitrr, with 1 OuAta. 

Esmond. 

By W.M. Tkaekeray. 

A New Edition, being tlie third, in 1 vol. orown 8vo. Price 6s. cloth. 

iMHuHna knd thDnmxhlyKnRllali writer. DDltlsc 
«bB wtvm of Bii1)tlo AhftlralK, vlth a atmoii 
Tollnou and a morlnR alogaaooB— an eloqauKa 
wUch hat gained In rLoUBefa and barmoni. 
■aimond' naat ba nU, w* fcr ni abaisotart, 
but for Ita romantic t>lot, ita uiritM aroupliiii. 
and Ita maw tHrtUIni unniMM df »* Mocaliai 
St tka bmu bawl.'^^biMMk 



InMresting lltn It u-]u.t aa a Qu 
colooBl might ba auauoaad to hnijo 
npBlalnaiir thaaairaHer wftSDins b 



odShaiupwtB wniio."- 
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|l^4^ttt ftiM^ations. 



VOYAGES AND TSAVELS. 



Visit to Salt Lake. 

Being a Journey across the Plains to 

the Mormon Settlements at Utah. 

By William Ckandless. 

Post fivo, with a. Map. 8«. 6(2. cloth. 

" Mr. GhandlesB is an impartial observer of the 
Mormons. He f^ves a fall account of the nature 
of the oonntry. ^he religion of the Mormons, their 

!roveninwnt.mstUiiitioB<, moraUty.and the aingu- 
ar relationship of the sexes, with its oonse- 
Quences."— CIrtttc. 

"Those who would naaerstaiid vrhat Morroo- 
nism Is can do no better than read this authen- 
tio, tko««h light and Uvel7 volnme."— £«ad0r. 

'^ It impresses the reader as taithIuL"—NaMonal 
Review, 



Memorandums in Ireland. 

By Sir John Forbes. 
Two vols, post 8vo. Price IZ. 1*. cloth. 

The ArgentiDe Provinces. 

By William McCann, Esq. 

Two vols, post 8vo, with Illustrations. 
Price 24s. cloth. 



-tO«- 



Germany and the Tyrol. 

jBy tsir John Forhes. 

Post 8vo, with Map and View. 
Price 108, 6d, doth. 

" Sir John Forbes' Tdume ftilly Justifies its title. 
Wheravcr he went he riatted tliihts, and has ren- 
dereda IMthfWaad extremely iBtercmngaocoant 
of them.*'— iU[t«rary GagUte. 



The Eed River Settlement. 

By Alexander J?OM. 
One vol. post 8 vo. Price 5«. cloth. 

** The snldect is novel, etirions. and not wflliout 
intereefe, while a atrong sense or the veal obtains 
throughout."— 55p«ctotof. 

"The history of the Bed SIver SeMlement is 
remarkable. iT not nniqao, among colonial 
records."— literary Chuiette. 

" One of the most interesting of the romances 
of eiviliaatioo.'*^Oto0roer. 

Fur Hunters of the West. 

By Aiex€mder Bess* 

Two vols, post 8vo, wi-th lb|> and 

Plate. Price 10«. 6if. doth. 

*' A wefl-written narrative of most «Qctftbig«d- 
rentures."— Oicardi'aK. 

"A narrative tan ift Incident and daasovous 
adventure.'*— XMeronr Oautie. 



Campaign in 

By Charles Dunoon^ Esq. 
Post 8vo. Price 2«. 6<1 oloth. 



The Columbia Eiver. 

By Alexander Boss. 
Post 8vo. Price 28. %d, doSh. 



Travels in Assam. 

By Major John Butter. 
One vol. 8vo, with Plates. 13*. cloth. 



BIOGEAPHT. 



Life of Sir Robert Peel. 

By Thomas Douhleday. 
Two vols. 8vo. Price 18*. cloth. 

Women of Christianity 

Exemplary for Piety and Charity. 

By Julia Kavanagk. 

Post 8to, with Portraitf. Price 5«. in 

emboMed cloth. 



Woman in France. 

By Julia Kavanogh. 

Two vols, post 8vo, with Portraits. 

Mce 12«. doth. 

The Novitiate; 

Or, the Jesuit in Training. 

By Andrew SUinmeU:. 

Third Edition, pott Svo. 2«. 6cf. cloth. 
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EEUOIOnS. 



Historic Notes 

On the Old and Neir Testament. 

Bjf Samuel Sharpe, 

Third and Revised Edition. Post 8vo. 

Price 7«. cloth. 

** An IneatUnable alA to the olenmnan. reader, 
rlty miwIoiiMT. Mid Sandur-aehool teacher." 
—Yu—traUd New oftU World 



miwIoiiMT. and Sani 
utraUd Newt oftht Wo 
"A learned and tensible book."-A'arto»a2 i{0o/«ir. 



Tauler's Life and Sermons. 

Translated hy Miss Susanna 

Winkworth, 

With a Preface by the Rev. Charles 

KiNOSLET. 

Small 4to, printed on Tinted Paper, 
and bound in Antique Style* with 
red edg^y suitable for a Present. 

Price 7#. 6d. 

*' KlM winkworth haa done a aerTlce. not only 
to church hietonr and to literature, but to those 
who seek tlmpie and true-hearted devotional 
reading, or who desire to kindle their own piety 
throoghthe example of saintly men, by produoinK 
a very instmctive, eomplete. and deeply interest- 
ing life of Tsoler.and dt givlnKto usal*oa sample 
of Tauler's sermons tastefully and vigorously 
translated."— GFvardkM. 

" No difllBrenee of opinion ean be felt as to the 
intrinsic value of these sermons, or the general 
interest attaching to this book. The Sermon •• 
are well selected, and the translation excellent." 
—Atkenmuw^ 



Signs of the Times ; 

Or, The Dangers to ReliKious Liberty 
in the Present Day. 

By Chevalier Bunsen. 
Translated by Miss Subanna Wikk- 

WOBTH. 

One vol. 8vo. Price 5«. cloth. 

"Dr. Bunsen is doing good aervlee. not only to 
his country but to Christendom, bj aoonding an 
alarm touching the dangers to reUgkms libefiv la 
the present state of the world."— SHMsA QKor- 
terlji. 

Testimony to the Truth of 
Christianity. 

Fourth Edition, fcap 8vo. 3«. cloth. 

Sermons on the Church* 

By the Rev. E, W. JSvans. 
8vo. Price 10#. 6</. 

Sermons. 

By tJie Rev. C, B, Taylor. 
Author of « Records of a Qood Man's 

Life.'' 
12mo. Price 1«. 6cf. 



•o^ 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



Goethe*s Conversations 
with Eckermann. 

Translated by John Oxenford, 
Two vols, post Svo. Price 5«. cloth. 

The True Law of 
Population. 

By Thomas Douhleday, 
Third Edition, Svo. Price 6». cloth. 

Poetics : 

An Essay on Poetry. 

By E, S, Dallas, 
Post Svo. Price 2«. €d. cloth. 

Juvenile Delinquency. 

The Prize Essays. 

By M. Hill and C. F, Comwallis, 
Post Svo. Price 6«. cloth. 



The Endowed Schools of 
Ireland. 

By Harriet Marimeau. 
Svo. Price 3«. 6(f. cloth boards. 

" The Mends of education will do well to pocseis 
themselves of this })oo\i.**—apeet9tor. 

The Principles of 
Agriculture ; 

Especially Tropical. 
By B, Lovell Phillips, M.D. 
Demy Svo. Price 7». 6d. cloth. 

European Kevolutions of 

1848. 

By E. S. Cayley, Esq. 
Crown Svo. Price 6«. cloth. 

"Ifr.CayleyhM evidently studied liia naMeel 
thoroughly, he has consequently produoM aa 
interesting and philosophical, thougn nnpratani- 



„ . oph , ^ 

iug history of an ioaportant epoch.** ->jrff» 
Q^arterl^f. 
** Two instmetlve Tolnmea.**— O&serMr. 



SMITH, ELDER AKD CO. 



The Bombay Quarterly 
Eeview. 

Koi. 1 to 9 at S».; 10 to 14, Sa. each. 

[ The Court of Heory VIII.: 

Bring a Selection of the Despatehes 

I of Seboatiaii Giustinlan, Venetiiui 
Ambassador, 1515-1519. 
Translated by Rawdon Brown. 
' Two vols, crown 8to. Trice 21*. cloth, 
i^jdm ij«t ft p»« of mnolm oidWiionj 



Hints for Investing Money. 

By Francis Playford. 
Second Edition, post 8vo. is. Bd. cloth. 

Men, Women, and Books. 

By Leigh Hunt. 

Two vols. Price \0». clolli. 

TahTr*Talk. 
By Leigh Hunt. 



Suggestions towards the 
Government of India. 

By Harriet Martineav. 
Second Edition, ieiaj 8ro. 5a. cloth. 



THE EAST. 

Victoria, 

And the AuBtratian Gold Mines In ISST. 

By William Weslgarth. 
Post Sro. with Haps. 10s. 6d. cloth. 



Lectures on Kew Zealand. 

By William Swainsim, Esq. 
Crown evo. Price 3«. 6d. clotli. 

Australian Tacts and 
Prospects ; 

With the Antfaor'i Australian Auta- 

hjographi'. 

Bg B. H. Home, 

Anthor of " Orion," " The I>ranmer 

and the Worker," &c. 

Small post 8to. Price 5a. cloth. 

New Zealand and its 
Colonization. 

By William Swainaon, Esq. 
Dem7 Sro. Price Uj. cloth. 



2»SlK=!;g|l»5^ 
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be prom-DM o't Ilia (rmictl oolonj 1 
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The Commerce of India 


with Europe 




And its Political Effects. 


By B. A. Irving, Esq. 


Post 8TO. Price 7«. GJ. 


cloth. 


;;siTi?.*';nT&V''n'''.'h'ffi 


o^SrsSK 


?SJ»'^Sr£SET.^£;S^','.'°'^' 


<>tSur«t«a 



The Cauvery, Kistnah, and 
Godaverj- : 

Being a Beport on the Works con- 
structed on thoH Kivers, for. the 
Irrigation of Frorinces in the Prc- 
sidcncj of HadrM. 
By R. Baird Smith, F.G.S., 

Lient.-CoL Bengal Engineers, && &c. 

Demy Sto, with 19 Flam. I3«. cloUi. 
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nroiA AVD THB «A W eemt m m od . 



The Bhilsa Topes; 

Or, Buddhist Monamcnts of Central 

India. 

Jijf Major CutmitiyJumi. 

One voL 8vo, with Tliirty- three Plates. 
Price 30tf. duth. 

"or th« TbpM opciind in Tarions parU of India 
ntditf hare ylulded wi rich a han-«Ht of imptirtant 
Inrormailun at thoic uf BhilKi, upentMi by Major 
Cunnimcham and Liimt. MaIsqj; and which an' 
dnrrtbcil. a ith an abundance of higbly rurioim 
araphlo llhi«t ration ■, iu tbia muit intcimtlnv 
buok."— IfxamiHcr. 

The Chinese and their 
llebellions. 

IJi/ 'Thomas Tat/lor Meadows. 

One thick Tulume, 8vo, with Maps. 
Price \8tt. cloth. 

" Mr. Meadows' book Is the work of a learned, 
eonscientloiis, and obaerraat person, and really 
impurtMit iu many respects."— TiaiM. 



Fibrous Plants of India. 

Fitted for Coidmgi^ Glotliing, and 



Traits and Stories of 
Anglo-Indian Life. 

Bf/ Captain Addison. 

With Bight niustrations. 2«. 6</. cloth. 

"Aneodotes and stories well ealeulated to 
IDnafenue Anglo-Indian life and the domestic 
iiiaaiier* and nabils of Hindostan."— ObMrwr. 



8vo. Price Hi. doth. 

The liesources of India* 

Super-xoyol 8to. Price 14*. doCh. 

Review of the Measures 

Adopted in India for tha in^covad 

Culture of Cotton;. 

8YO. Price 2m. 6d, doA. 

Rangoon. 

; Bif Lieut. W. F. B. Laurie. 
; Post 8yo, with Plates. 2«. 6<£. dotfa. 

Pegu. 

Bjf Lieut. W. F. B. Zaurm. 
Post 8yo. Price 14*. dotii. 

The Theory of Caste. 

Bt/ B. A. Irtfin^y Esq. 
8to. Price Ss. cloth. 



Infanticide in India. 

Byi J>i\ JoJm Wilson, 
Demy 8vo. Ptice 1 2«. 

Grammar and Dictionary 
of the Malay Language. 

Bt/ John Crawfurdy Esq. 
Two vols. 8yo. Price 36*. cloth. 

WOBXS OF DX. FOBBES BOYLE. 

Culture and Commerce of 
Cotton in India. 

8vo. l»Hco 18*. cloth. 



-•«•- 



Indian Exchange Tables. 

By J. H. Roberts. 

8vo. Second Edition, enlarged. 
Price 10»k 6c2. doth. 



-•♦•■ 



The Turkish Interpreter: 

A Grammar of the Turkish Irfugg^ag^ 
By Ma^or Boyd, 
8vo. Price 12*. 

Indian Commercial Tables. 

By James BridgnelL 
Boyal 8yo. Price 21*., half-boond. 



SMITH, ELDER AND CO. 
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If AVAL Aim mLPtAXT. 



Groniiery in 1858; 

A Treatiie on Rifles, Cannon, and 
Sporting Arms. 

B^ WUlictm Greenery 
Author of " The Gun," 

Demy 8yo; with ninstrations. 
Price 14tf. cloth. 

**A very comprehensive work. Those who 

Eenise it will luiow almost all, if nut all, thixt 
ouks can teanh them of gnns and gtuttMry."— 
Xavtl and MUilarv OaeiU. 

"The most ititeraatin* wark of the klad that 
has cume under oar notioo."— SkUvrdoy Rtview. 

** We ean confidently reeommend this book of 
Gunnery, not only to the proflsssional student, 
hut also to the sportsman.'*'— AYtoo/ and MUitarp 
Herald. 

"Mr. Oreoner's treatise is sujcgestive, ample, 
and elaborate, and deals with the eutli-e suktjoct 
systematically."—^ tkevtcHtn. 

"A work or groat practicil value, which bids 
fair to stand, for many > oars to come, the diiel 
practical authority on the sutaject."— .WiUtetv 
Spectator. 

"An acceptable rontribntion to professional 
literature, written ia »- popular style."— (/MJtoi 
ServtOf MoffMine. 

Russo-Turkish Campaigns 
of l»28-a 

Bff Colonel Chesney-^ 
kA., D.C.L., F.as. 

Third Edition. Post 8vo, wieb Mape. 
Price 12ji. cloth. 

"llie only woili on the soMeet raftoA- to the 
military render. "-tTMi'etl Service Oazeite. 

** In a st>rat<«(io point of vtow this wosk Is yery 
▼aluable."- JCtfw Qmartmty. 



The Native Army of Ini£a. 

Bi/ BrigacUer-General Jacobs C.B, 
Svo. Price 2«. 6<£ 

The Militiaman. 

With Two Etchinjn* by John Lbbch. 
Pbst 8v<k Price 94. clotb. 

' * Very amosing, and oonveytng an inpreuioii of 
faithflilnesB.'*— JVadofRtf Mectett. 

"A very lively,, flateitaiiiiiis ooayauion."— 
Critic. 

"The author is humorous wlthoat being wil- 
Onlly smart, aaroastlc without bittemest, and 
shrewd without Mradia* kit kwmlsdge awl 
power of observation."— J i acy rw . 

"Quietly, tout- humoKMUly, iMitten." — 
Atheitaum, 

Military Forces and Insti- 
tfrtions of Great Britain. 

J5y H. Byerly Thompson. 
8YO. Prfaie 5«. cloth. 



'A wtil-arranged and oaretally 



dimsted 

Cothe0ca 



economy 



pllntlon, giving a elear Insljftlit Into ' 

of the army, and the Wornng of our military 

Hystem."— i^jMctator. 



Sea Officef^» Manoal. 

By Captain Alfred Parish, 

Second Edition. Small post 8vo. 

Prioe 58i cloth. 

"A wry hMld and eaoipenAUma maBnal. lf» 
would r ee o n u nead yoiitha int«n» unn • ■iflwinr 
life to stnirit.''— ittMMMNn. 

" A little Dook that onght to bo in great request 
amonx young ■eamen.''-'JnM«aJM«r. 



LEGAL. 



Handbook of British 
Maritime Law. 

By Moiicc. 
8vo. Price 5«. cloth. 

Commercial Law of the 
World. 

B^ Leone L€in, 
Two vols, rojal 4to. Prke 8^ cloth. 

Land Tax of India. 

Acoordinj; to the Moohmnnradiui Law. 

B^N. B. E. BaUUe, Esq. 

8vo. Price 6«. cloth. 



Moohummudan Law of 
Sale. 

By N. B, E. Baillie, Esq. 
8vo. Prioe 14#. cloth. 



Moohummudan Law of 



Bg IT. B. E. Swttky JBi^ 

8to. Price S8. doth. 



WORKS PtmLISHED BY 



ILLUSTBATED SOU^TlFiC WOEES. 



Results of AstroDomical 

Observations 

H«de at the Cnpe of Good Hope. 

By Sir John Hersehel. 

4tD, witb Platei. Priuo 4^. 4>. cloth. 

Geological Observations 



By Charles Darwin, Esq. 

With Hapa, Platei >nd Woodcati, 

PHm 10«. 6d. clotb. 



Zoology of South Africa. 

Bff Dr. Andrew Smith. 
RiyjaX 4to, cloth, with Ctdonred FIbIm. 



Botany of the Himalaya. 

By Dr. Forbes Royle. 

Two vols. Toy, 4to, cloth, wjUi Coloured 

Flstea. Beduced to Si. 5i. 



The Vital Statistics 

Of the Eoropefui and NatiTe Armiet 

By Joseph Ewart, M.D. 
Bengal Medical Serrice. 
Bemj Sto. Price 9*. cloth. 



On Disorders of the Blood. 

Translated by Chunder Coomai 

Dey. 

Svo. Price 7*. 6d. cloih. 



On the Treatment of the 



.By John Comlly, M.D. 

Demy 8vo. Price 14*. cloth. 

"Dr. Cdbo^ \ttM cnbodtal lb thl« work hi* 

•. s. ...»> -—■—'■- ~— imnil J>r, Oia^'i 



On Abscess in the Liver. 

By E. J. Waring, MJ). 

Svo. Prices*. 6d. 

Manual of Therapeutics. 

By E. J. Waring, M.D. 
Fcap Svo. Price IS*. 6d. doth. 



Cousin Stella; 

Or, Conflict. 

Jly the Author of " Violet Bank." 

Three Tolnmei. 



Confidences. 

By the Author of " -fltta." 

« DonL l9 lb 




SMITH, ELDEB AND CO. 



fICIXON — conlmMtll. 



Trust for Trust. 

Bg A. J. BarroiDcliffe, 

Author of "Ainberliill." 

Three Tolamei, 



rrtlqtluilDQ^iAllUll(bl>i]E>lt t, 



Lost and "Won. 

Bff Georgiana M. Craik, 

Author of " Wverston." 

One Tolamc Secraid Edition. 



Ellen Rayinond; 

Or. Upe and Downs. 

liy Mrs. Vidal, 
Autlior of " TalM for the Hush." 
Three Totumes. 

ihAnuten wn oood^tbe ilfle purs. 
Vldsl dWlV FHonrae. liciwliii 



™^^ 



■"J-^- 



Dennes of Daundelyonn. 

By Mrs. Charles J. Probff. 
Three volumes. 



4hiB teok, Htd wDi b« LnmAnnlx jki 



The Two Homes. 

Bg the Author of " The Jli-ii- of 

VaUia." 

Three volume!!. 

"TlMrs !■ k rrut teal Ibat l( 'STT Ktnl Id thll 
i""!-— * inu On^ DC idMI IMUttsmd DcoOenJ 



An Old Debt. 

Bj rioren e Dawson. 
Two TO umes. 

lKi«Brfullj vrltten no el; quo i>f tha W^t 
. . . . Tlw OlfeLofluo la vlgaroua and 
id."'— jtforjlfclff Port. 









•a Vlonsnw 



My Lady. 

A Tale i>f Modem Life. 
Two Tolnme*. 

"'Uy LtdxT la B fimt apetlmBn i ' 




The Moors and the Fens. 



^R^S^" 



I WMT an tgnmrtfim ol 
lat jmnoD^aj. TAe «xai 

ihlDli hia aenaiautT rubar Ihaa aaanr j but 



Gaston Bligh. 

Bif L. S. Lavenu, 

Author of "Eriesmere." 
Two Tolumei. 

like nutlameD and laJlaa. li ^ Tvrj aiijur- 
i«da>."— Praaa. 

Gaabon BItAh' ia a a«td ttort. admlrvtalr 
roU or aiirtlu iJuddaDt, ■u«tBlAin> >a th^ 



art WOKKS PrRLKirKD BV 

FICnOH— twMuncA 

Sylvan Holt's Daughter. Tho Three Oianccs. 

Jig JMhu Let, ' Ry the Author nf " The F<. 

Author of "Kathlu Brando," &u. j Carmr." 

Docund Edttion. .1 toIi. Threo Tolnnwi. 

"TtK uMimiaxUkat nViitaUoB of - - 



rliid un itrocislT Bvkad uiri j 



s-a's 






utnrMTelD-Wnn 



■kiM tTHn. vtltHnt bduc nnnmnni ur I 



l"he Professor. 

lig Cnrrer Bell. 

Two Tolmncs. 



ffcvlimrlr tt^faii. 



The Cruellest AVrong of 
All. 

B>/ the Author of " M<irgaret ; or, 

Prijndice at IToine." 
One Tiilunie. 

Kathie Brande. 

A Fireside Ilistory of a Quiet life. 

Jtu Ilobnt Lee, 

Two volitroei. 



nmulj rhSit inien tknr aMBUllinl hor n 

piiii&Vu^hHiuauiu: . . . sutuniK. , — -, 

■'AlIftlllnMrUikltinnUHHnTinilhiiiinwtli wcilMvlrtsotwanaiaK^'-CHKe. 

■DdnniiiiaidtlaagrHiitaaiiiliid CHiwMKOtber- I "TliFuncboui 'KULh BnnilD' ili<r« li i 

wtM UuulMmiitliiii. IiiUinTnin-imr-iieiav nmtiKHiUidoimMilanblcpiiwerorilMerlpBaii." 



Below the Surface. 

Three YOluE 



The Noblo Traytour: 

A Chronicle. 
Tliree Tolumei. 




Eva Desmond ; 

Or, UutMion. 

Three Tolumei. 

"£mm tHalfal awO™ Uuu 

hB.jnnfl»im>1mag1 m n* nuTBl 1 




Kivcrstou. 

eorgiana M. Ci 
riiree Tolumei. 

ima ilw kiHa HJii^Bail ua tanamiiita In Ik* 
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FICTION — continuecL 



Perremon ; 

Or, the Causes and Consequences of 

Infidelity. 

Bi/ the late Bev, W, J, Conybeare. 

TShne 'volomes. 

"This story liaa a toochtng IntOTOst, which 
lingers with the reader after ne has closed the 
hoek."— ^tteiMSMM. 

'* It Is lonff, veiy long; slnoe we hvre- read a 
narrative (X more power than thlft,'*-rSHttek 
Quarttriy Reviem. 

**niia is a good and a noble book.**— iV(m» 
Quarter^, rpa 

Maud SkiDicorne's 
Penance. 

By Mary C, Jackson^ 

Author of "The Story of my Wardship.'* 

Two volumes, 

" The style is natural, and displ^s cousiderable 
dramatic power."— CHtie. 

'*lt is a well conoocted tale, and will be very 
palatable to norelreaders-."— Jf ormi^Pos^. 

The Boaa Pass. 

jBy JErick Mackenzu. 
Three yolumes. 

" It is seldom that we have to nottoe ao good a 
novel as the ' Eoua Pass.' Tho story is won con' 
trived and well told ; the incideuta are natural and 
varied; several of the eharaeters are skilfully 
drawn, and that of the heroine is fresh, powerful, 
and original. The Highland scenery, in which 
the plot Is laid, i« desenbed'wlth truth and feeling 
—with a command of language whioii leaves a 
vivid impre88ion.'*^iS;afttrdu3r Review. 

"Tbe peoollar friiarm of the novel ia ita- skilful 
pnlntinfv of tte Higdilaads, and of lite among the 
HighhMstera. QnicsobaervalkNi and alma seaae 
of tlw poetic in natura and. tanmaa UPt, the 
auttaoae baa*"— JBaNMa«Mr. 

The White House by the 

Sea: 

A Love Story. 

By M. Bethajn-Edwards, 

Two VDlames. 

** A tale of English domaatie Ufb. Tha writing is 
very good, graoafuL and nnaflboted; it pleases 
wioMKUt snatUns. In the dlal«xne»jpeoplB do not 
>. bi^d^iSc, and taatn^inral^'^-CHtle. 



ExtFemes. 

By Mi88 E. W, Atkmaen, 

Author of '* Memoirs of the Queens of 

Prussia." 

Two volumes. 

"A nervooa aadTlfmrow stykv ■» aUbbrate 
delineation of ohaneter ander naaqr varieties, 
spirited and well-8ast%lned dialoi^e, and a eare- 
fully-conMirueted plot; if thaae have any charms 
for our readers, thear will noc furmt tha awifUy 
KlidiuKhonrs paaaed in penning ^BxtrMniea.' "^ 

'"'lEiimaa ' to- a noral writftoa wMk a seker 
purpOMt aad woand up with m mond. Tlw 
porpaae 1« to exa«nUl]p> aaflMor tlM erroni artaing 
frowmi a lal wu ■eHilaralMooa mattsra» and tlia- 
evtheonae^ngneaa 'tbat i»# flmn th w aerruga.**— 
Spwtator. 



Farina: 



A Legend of Cologne. 

By George Meredith. 

One voI\uBe. 

"A masque of raviataera in stael, of robber 
knights: of water-women* more ravishing than 
lovely. It has alair a brans and tsadsr dj^varer. 
and a heroine proper for a romance of Ck)l<«ne. 
Those who love a real, lively, audaeioiis piece or 
extravagance, by way of a oUanga, wiU eujoy 
' Farina.'"— ^fJk«ii<B««». 

Friends of Bohemia ; 

Or, Phases of London Life. 

By E. M. Wliitty, 

Author of '*' The Governing ClaMes.*' 

Two volumes. 



Mr. Wbitty la a genniua sattriat, anAMrtns 

IreftxragemiiaevMrpoae. Yonlaoe^wmliiai 

very mnoh£but the laughter la firadtty and itpaia 



.. jnucn: DUC ine iauguteriBn«nvaunnpa.w 
thought. His style ia serioua,. and his oast of 
mind severe. Tha author has a merriment akin 
to that of Jaqoea and thakof 'Simon,"— M h enm im. 

The Eve of St. Mark. 

A Romance of Venice. 

By Thoma» Douhleday. 

Two volumes. 

" * Tlie Eve of St. Mark' is not only wtfl written, 
but adroitly constructed, and interesting. Its 
tone is perhaps toa^goi^aoas; ItamovoineDt is too 
much that of a masquerade ; bat a mystery i& 
oreittod. and a very Iov«able baroln» ia pour- 
tray ed.'*—.12A«inni«. 

Stories and Sketches. 

By James Payn, 

Post 8vo. Price 2& 6dL dolii. 

'*M!)r. Fagmiamar. wlrited, ob sai v a t . imd si MH aa' 
no little knowMlga oT men and booka.**— Xamttr. 

"Avtdume of pleaaaat readtng; Some aTtiw 
pnperM have true Attic salt in them."— IiWiParjr 
Qazette, 

Undine. 

From the €rerman of *^ I>e La 

M-otte Fouqudy 

Price l8, 6<&. 

The Rectory of Valehead. 

By the Rev, R, W, Evans, 
Pcap^ cloth. Price 3«. 

Social Evils. 

By the Rev. C. B. Tayler. 
In Part^ each complete. 1«. each, cloth. 

I.-THB MEOHAllia ^.^ ...^ 

n.-TBtf LADY AHO TBMJt^YyjUBIk 

v.-Tini GousmiT w^. 

YL-rLlVB AKif hitr UPfMi oa. TSB 



VII.-THB 



WORKS PUBLISIIED BY 



^ht^ jSirins of lepulati Moiifts. 



Life of Charlotte Bronte 

(Cuirer BeU), 
Author of '•Imae^n," &c. 

Bij Mrs. Gaskdl 
Price 2i. 6rf. 

OfHrMeimUemlurHiin.ariuEnirlDgKiiLithuupll- 
«h1p i>/th« H»bor«4i or 'Jmnr Gjra'MreiiiiMdwl 



la KM WUIUU iH». CTH pilBlUi HBOUani lUU 

It M ■ m •! nr> woiuiib.''— AwiHT'i iMiiviiilu. 

TjcctureB on the English 
Humourists 

Uf the EightecDth CentDry. 

By W. M. Thackeray, 

AutUorof " VBoityFair," "Esmond," 

" The VirgJDiBiia," &c. 

Price 2<, ad. cloth. 



^ix.?|l&.'^^ril' 



British India. 

By Harriet Martineait. 

Price 2s. 6d cloth. 

iQld, Rlawlnf, IMld IniLniDtlTD eii 







t nviini." — Mimint 



The Town. 

£y X«t^A Hunt. 

M'ilh rorty-flce Engravings. 

Price 2s. 6J. cloth. 

ntlaul biiidilmiiui Bhui to ilroU lelaunJj 
Iknoih tU> mwnlliniB untu. urn In unn with 
Mr.LaidiHiut. Hit stiHms!rilr. Bunt-abaft 
t>. tkptlia aim u uu wtTOBiliu* at > mind 

Mmn, It liittMHit^MBnifnntlHlUg, 
nintHtlBi wnai ta wfelik nar iBlwiilatit a 
i»aiSStS3lt Mm u taMMt--n»i. 



Political Economy of Art. 

I By John Eu$kin, M.A. 

j Price 2i. &d. clotb. 

I WeluJil(iril1i*iS3kMHi.*Mnktniltial«i]MHl 
to do mnch pnctlcal »od, (uid wfi oortlallr jmoD- 
1 ni™dLltooorreii4en."-IHIt«M. 

woiM'J ^SiS&i, mat to ihovnKwVMjliijr 1,^ 
T>eBt eVDJTsd, ^vdaDed, ncDnlnalKtvd, nod dia- 

Italian Campaigns of 
Gieneral Bonaparte. 

By George Hooper. 
With & Map. Price 2i. 6d. cloth. 

" Tbe MoiT of lIDniipnfMI AU&baJtaB In Itiiir 
ll toM M OBn Brail. Utbtly, and bImhudW- 
Tlis MMt ui ^ Mtbortflti, tlM Beai^a 



SMITH, ELDER AND CO. 

Ch^ap iSeries — continued. 
Wuthering Heights and Domestic Stories. 

Agnes GJrey. 

Bi/ Ellis and Acton Bell. 

With Memoir by Ccbres T 

Price 2«. ed. cloth. 

"nen an puagH In tUi t»ok or ' Wutheiing 

Ilfllalitt'iitinkA un dotbUM. paM or_pn«eaf. 

^Kttaprnd. ItSaimtiUSat-'^ 

=w... JC — j„„ ,^f^ ^^ pj^ 

I Jlmnifc k«ii!n» IB tit "h 
feiirti Hid aiA HVnAiT w In I 



S^ (ft« Author of " Join HalifaXf 

Gentleman^ 
Pries 2*. SJ. doth. 






nliTinlnhir- 
I > faaBb oC Sid- 



After Dark. 




Paul Ferroll. 

Fourth Edition. Price 2». cloth. 



School for Fathers. 



Tales of the Colonies. 






Bomantic Tales 

(Indndiog " AviUion ") 
By the Author of "John Halifax, 

Qtntleman." 
A Neir EditioD. Price 2>. 6d. cloth. 



The Tenant of Wildfell 
Hall. 

By Acton Bell. 

JPreparing for Publication. 

Kathie Brande: 

The i'ireaide Hiatoi? of a Quiet Lile. 

By Holme Lee, 
AurhoT of "Sylvan Holt's Daughter." 

Below the Surface. 

By Sir A. IT. Elton, Bart., M.P, 
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WORKS rUULISlIKD UY 



3mii[mk and (^duipitiffitaL 



FEW BOOKS FOB TOUNG 



The Parents' Cabinet 

Of Amtwement and Instruction for Young Persons. 

New EditioQ, carefully revised, in Twelve Shilling Yolmnefl, each 
complete in itnelf, and containing a full page lllustratdon in Oil 
Colours, "with Wood Engravings, in ornamented boards. 

CONTENTS. 
AMUSING BTOBIE9. nil tondinjrto the development of vood qnalitleti. and the aroldanoe of faifltr. 
B10QBAPniOA.L AOOd UNTS OF BEMAHKAKLR OHAKACTEES, tntereitlnK to Young PeopleT^ 
SIMPLE NABttATTVES OF HI9T0BI0AL EVENTS, suited to the caoaoity of ohildran. 
JfiLUOIDATIONS OF NATURAL HISTORY, adapted to cnoounmn haMtR of dhaerratiDn. 
FAMILIAR KXPLANATIOKS OF NOTABLE SCIENTIFIC I>ISC0V£RIE8 ANl> HBOHANIOAL 



lyvMrnoK s. 

niFFBBiNT OOUVTR] 



THE OEOGBAPnY. INHABITANTS. AND FBODUOTIONS OP 
Miss EDor«roBTH*8 Opinion of the FABiEirTs' Cabutex :— 



** I almoat feel attiid of prataing it at muoh an 1 think it dcaerres. 



There is ao mnch 



v. 



rariatr in the book that It oannot ibn. It alternately excite* and relievos attention, and docs not kad 
tothemulhaMtor Mtterlngatraar the mind hyrequuring no exertion from the reader. . . . Whaerer 
vonr •oientino aasooiate is, he nndcrstnnds his business and children's capabUitiBS right welL . . 
witiiout leeturing, or prosing, you keep the right and the wrong clearly markeiQ and liaiioa all 
the sympathy of the young peopla is always enlisted on the right side." 

*^* The work is now complete in 4 vols, extra cloth, gilt edges, at 
Zs. (kL each ; or in C vols, extra cloth, gilt edges, 28, 6d. each. 

By t3te Anthor of ** Boimd the Fire/* fte. 

Unica : 

A Story for a Sunday Afternoon. 

With Four Dlustrations. 2«. 6d. cloth. 

"Tliis tale, like its anther's former ones, will 
find nKvour in the nursery."— J thenccum. 

" The eharaotar or Usiea is eharniinBly con- 
ceived, and the story pleasantly told.^*— iSi>0o- 
tator. 

II. 

Old Gingerbread and the 
Schoolboys. 

With Four Coloured Plates. 2*. 6rf. cl. 

"*01d Glngerhread md the Sohool-hqys* is 
deUghtfOl. and tlM draaring and colonring of the 
pictorial part done with spirit and correotness." 
—Prets. 

"This tale is very good, the descriptions being 
nataral, with a Caeling of oountiy freshness."— 



TIT. 



Willie's Birthday : 

Showing how a Little Boy did what he 
liked, and how he Enjoyed it. 

With Four lUustratioas. 28. cloth. 



-•o*- 



Willie?' Eest : 

A Sunday Story. 
With Four lilustiations. 2g. cloth. 

"BxtrenMOy wen written atonr books, amnsinc 
lind moral, mjA got up in a Ttry handsome s^le." 



Uncle Jack, the Fault 
Killer. 

With Four Illiigtrations. Sg. -61^. cloth. 

VI. 

Round the Fire: 

Six Stories for Young Beaders. 

Square 16mo, with Four Blustrations. 

Price 2s. 6d, cloth. 

"Simple and very interesting."— ifaffoaaZ 
Bevieic. 
" True children's stories."— ilfikMMmai. 



The King of the Golden 
River ; 

Or, the Black Brothers. 

By John Buskin^ M,A, 

Third Edition, with 22 Blustrations hy 

lUchard Doyla Piice 2*. ed. 

" This IlttlRfhncy tale is by a master-hand. Tha 
story has a tbanaiagjaonlT'rBmaminer, 

Investigation ; 

Or, Travelt in the Boudov. 

By Miss HaUted, 
Fcap doth. Price 8«. 6if. 

Rhymes far Little Oneg. 

With 16 rawtnOSont. ig.M 



SMITH, ELDER AND CO. 

^nvmli urd ^iiKdAhmi— -continued. 



'n 



4> 



Stories from the Parlour 
Printizig Frees. 

Bi/ the Authore of the " Farenfs 

Cabinet. ^^ 

Fcap 8yo. iPrice 2*. cloth. 



Eelig 



ion in Common Life. 

Bi/ William Elide. 

Post 8vo. Price 7*. 6d. cloth. 

*' A book addressed to yoons people of the 
upper ten thousand upon social duties."— 
JSxaminer. 

" Lessons in Political Economy for young people 
by a skilful haiii,"—Eoonomi»t, 



-•^^- 



Books for the Blind. 

Printed in raided fioman letters, at 

the Glasgow Asylum. 
A List of the booka.'with thcdr prices, may be 
had on application. 



Little Derwent's Breakfast. 

Price 2s. cloth. 

Juvenile Miscellany. 

Six EngrariDgs. Price 2& 6^. cloth. 

Elementary Works on 
Social Economy. 

Bi/ William Ellis. 
Uniform in foolscap 8vo, half-^imd. 

I.-OTJTLINB8 OP fiOOLlL EOONOUT. U.M. 

IH SOOI 



I«S8dOK« 



SOCIAL 



TO THE SOCIAL 



IL-^PB0aKES8lV£ 

SCIENCE. 
III.-INTRODUCTION 

SCIENCES. 2*. 
IV.-OUTLINES Oa? THH UNDEESTANDING. 

V.-WHAT AM I? WflEllB AM IP WHAT 
OUGHT I TO BO f «ec. •!«. sewed. 

*«* These works are reoeoraiended by the Com- 
mittee of Council on Educafcion. 




Homely Ballads 

For the Working Man's Fireside. 

J5y Mar^ Jewell. 

Ninth Thousand. Post Svo, cloth, 1*. 

" Very good verses conveying very useful les- 
Bona."—Literarp Gazette, 

" Simple poems, well suited to the taste of the 
classes for whom they are written."— G'/o6e. 

" There is a real homely flavour about them, and 
they con1»iin sonnd and wholesome lessons."— 
Critic. 

Wit and Humour. 

J5y Leigh Hwnt. 
Price 6*. cloth. 

Jar of Hooey from Hybla. 

Bt/ Leigh Hunt. 
Price 58. cloth. 

Sketches from Dover 
Castle, and other Poems. 

Bi/ Lieut.'Col. William Read. 
Crown 8ro. Price 7«. 6rf. cloth. 



lonica. 



Fcap 



'Elegant and graoefUl, Mid distinKulshed by a 

le or senldBMiil, whiob renderp Ckionel Read's 

vol lime v«ry puaunt reading for a leisure hour." 



—Daily Newt. 

" Ic IS not often thst the heroic couplet is in 
these ddiys «o aracefolbr written. Colonel Read Is 
to be ooninatujatdd onliis •ooeeM In bending this 
Uiysseanbow. Bis little rolnme ocmtBins some 
very fla «lyrtee.'*— jUoder. 



8 TO. Price 4*. cloth. 

The themes, moaUy dassieal, are icranpled 
with boldness, and toned with a lively ima^nanon. 
The style is rich and firm, and cannot be said to 
be an imitation of any known author. We cor- 
dially recommend it to onr readers a«>a book of 
real poetry."— <Or<^fc. 

The Six Legends of King 
Goldenstar. 

Bi/ the late Anna Bradstreet. 

Fcap *8vo. Price bs. 

" The anthor evinoesinorethan ordinary power, 
a vivid imaginatton, guided by a mind of lofty 
aim."— Gto&e. 

" The poetry is tastofkU, uid above the average." 
—National Review. 

" This is a posthumons poem by an nnknown 
authoress, of higher scope and more finish than 
the crowd of poems whieh come before us. The 
fancy throughout the poem is qniok andlight.and 
musloaL'*— ^(AeiMSiMM. 

National Songs and 
Legends of Roumania. 

Translated hy E. C. Grmville 

Mtfrray^ Esq. 
With Music, crown Svo. Price 2». ^d. 

Poems of Past Years. 

By Sir A. H. Elton, Bart., M.P. 
Fcap Syo. Price 3«. doth. 

*' A raftned, ecbolarly, and gentlamMdf rataA is 
apparent all throahg tma TMome,"— jMilir. 



SBflTH, ELDER AND CO.'S PUBLICATIONS. 

Bo^tr^ — continued. 



Magdalene : a Poem. 
Fcap 8to. Price 1<, 

Poema. 

Bg Ada Trevaaion. 
_ Price 5». cloth. 




I in Time of War. 

Bn Sffdnei/ Bobell, 

Author of " Balder, "" The Homan," &c. 

Crown Bto. Price Sk. clotli. 

The Cruel Sister 

And other Foems. 
Fcap Bvo. Price 4s. elotti. 



Balder. 



Poems. 

By Mur'i Maynard. 
Fcap 8vo. ' Price 4». cloth. 

BprMrtwi." ciiuTck of Xivinnd Qimntrfv. 

Poems. 

Bg William Bell Scotl. 

Jfi?iip 8T0. Price is. (ilath, 

•■™ fcej Hflnii>it?vnii "-""'■•"'' nfi""™"™ ■'- 

/..Uon.- I'fi] 



Stilicbo: a Tragedy. 

By George Mallam. 

Fcap 8to. 

Poems. 

Bi/ Mrs. Frank P. Fellows. 

Fcap 8vo. PriM 3s. cioth. 

"Then li a»j itutOliaty In Ihe dirtion, nnil 

Poetry from Life. 
Bg a Jf. K. 

Pcap 8vo, cloth gilt. Price 5*. 

Poems. 

By Waller 2. Cassels. 
FcapSvo. Price 3s. firf. clotli. 

Garlands of Verse. 



Poems. 

5y Currer, Ellis, and Acton Bell. 
Price 4s. clotii. 

Select Odes of Horace. 

In Engliih LyriCB. 

By J. T. Black. 

Fcap 8vo. Price i«. cloth. 

' 'jf''"''"^'' ^'"'J EnaHHli L^iivi trli.li^^n *1r>DF 

Rhymes and RGCollectioiis 

nf a iTnnri.Loom "WeaTfir. 

B>f Willie Them. 

Witli a Memoir. Post 8*0, cloth, 3f, 

King Eenc's Daughter. 

reap evil. Price St. 6d. cloth. 

Maid of Orleans, 

And other Poema. 



a, Eldbk txA Ca.,Uul« Gi 



